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SKETCH: OF “EHE SAUTHOR SS einr: 
By "Rev. L. M. Powers. 


This little volume, published at the request of the author’s many 
friends, is however, its own best excuse for being. All the poems 
that received the writer’s final touch are worthy of being preserved. 
Some of them are the expression not simply of talent, but of genius. 
A careful reading cannot fail to impress one with the feeling that 
these pastime pieces of a busy public man reveal elements of origin- 
ality and power that, wholly devoted to literature, would have secured 
a worthy name in the world of letters. There are many silent poets; 
there are many obtrusive versifiers; but poetic insight joined to 
poetic expression, is rare. That Col. White had the truest poetic 
insight, that perfect gem of a poem “To a Withered ‘Leaf,” is 
unanswerable evidence. While the aptitude for poetic expression is 
evinced—not alone by the variety of verse; not alone by the wide 
range of subjects; not even chiefly by choice diction—the right 
word always found in the right place. Although in all these there is 
striking evidence of power, in many, however, the crowning quality 
of the poet is the rhythmic flow—dependent upon the sensitive musical 
ear, and itis here that our poet never fails. He was a musician as 
well as poet, and in his finished work there can hardly be found a 
harsh or halting line. 

Some of them are fragmentary and unfinished. If the writer 
were living, it is doubtful if he would permit their publication. 

Now, however, that he is gone, they are valuable as, in some 
way, the expression of himself; indeed, the whole volume is but a 
fragment of the man. It is the poetic side of a many-sided man. 
Few men ever had wider experience. A student of great promise, 
he having prepared for Yale a mere boy, abandoned the idea to 
enter the army. After heroic service, as captain, in the field, suf- 
fering in southern prisons, he found himself, near the close of the war, 
offered a colonel’s commission. In bearing and ability he was, every 
inch, a soldier. As a journalist he was a leader in a state where 
journalism is an art. For a time acting editor of the Palladium, his 
editorials, written then, are models of clear and fair statements of 
public issues. As an orator, often in demand, and never disappoint- 
ing expectation; almost continually in public office, he never made 
an enemy. 


SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR'S LIFE. is 


As a compiler his greatest and best efforts were given to the 
Catalogue of Connecticut Volunteers, the most complete of its kind 
ever issued. The last four years of his life were given to this work, 
and it will stand for all time the most fitting monument to his mem- 
ory. 

His humanity was broader than party or creed. He loved men 
and men loved him; especially did he love the Grand Army com- 
rades with whom he had suffered, and no one ever appealed to him 


in vain for help. 
“Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust.”’ 


And if he did not leave great wealth he left a good name, which is 
rather to be chosen than great riches. To those who knew him this 
volume will be prized as a memento of the man they knew and 
loved. In,these poems may be found self-revealings of his deep 
faith; his patriotism; his appreciation of life’s common gifts; his 
affection for those near to him; his firm trust in God. 

Cut off in the midst of his usefulness, let us trust, with him, that 
“Rest maketh whole.” 


Patriotic Poems. 


No friendship truer than of those in common danger tried, 

No greeting like the clasp of hands a comrade’s grave beside ; 

No greener mem’ry than of those whose fame we love to tell, 
Who stood with us in danger’s front, who bravely fought and fell. 


Memorial Hymn. 


DEDICATED TO THE GRAND ARMY, MAY 30, 1872. 
WORDS AND MUSIC COMPOSED BY G. M. W. 
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love’s com-mand, To bring with grateful hand This tribute from the land They died to save. 
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Let patriot hearts to-day, 
As we our homage pay, 
Recall to mind 
How, as our flag they bore 
From inmost land to shore, 
No terror stood before, 
No slave behind. 


And, as we gather ’round 

Each consecrated mound, 
Be this our pride, 

They felt no warrior’s joy 

In battle’s stern employ; 

They fought not to destroy; 
To save they died. 


We may no laurels weave, 
Which on their graves to leave, 
_ Will lend them fame. 
Our buried braves, though gone, 
Have met a brighter dawn, 
Are marching grandly on 

In freedom’s name. 
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The glory they have won, 
A glory just begun, 

Will live for aye. 
The Father’s hand will keep, 
While from their seeming sleep 
It brings to us who weep 

The brighter day. 


O God, with every year, 

Make to our hearts more dear 
The soldier’s grave. 

So may they ever stand 

A silent legion grand, 

The safeguard of the land 
They died to save. 


« Fraternity, Charity, Loyalty.” 


Air—Glory Hallelujah. 


Warm be the welcome and glad be the cheer, 
Greeting our comrades who join with us here, 
Warm as in days when with never a fear, 


We all went marching on. 


Held by Fraternity in bonds that are sure, 
Drawn close in Charity by ties that are pure, 
Filled with a Loyalty that e’er shall endure, 


We still go marching on. 


Elbow to elbow we stood through the fight, 
Elbow to elbow we stand here to-night, 
Elbow to elbow till heaven is in sight, 


We all go marching on. 
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Ghe Old Canteen. 
WRITTEN 1881. 


Send it up to the garret? Well, no; what’s the harm 
If it hangs like a horseshoe to serve as a charm ? 
Had its day, to be sure: matches ill with things here; 
Shall I sack the old friend just because it is queer? 
Thing of beauty ’tis not, but a joy none the less, 

As my hot lips remember its old time caress, 

And I think of the solace once gurgling between 

My lips from that battered old tin canteen. 


It has hung by my side in the long, weary tramp; 

Been my friend in the bivouac, barrack and camp; 

In the triumph, the capture, advance and retreat; 

More than light to my path, more than guide to my feet. 
Sweeter nectar ne’er flowed, howe’er sparkling and cold, 
From out chalice of silver or goblet of gold, 

For a king or an emperor, princess or queen, 

Than ty me from the mouth of that old canteen. 


It has cheered the desponding on many a night, 

Till their laughing eyes gleamed in the camp-fire light. 
Whether guns stood in silence, or boomed at short range 
It was always on duty; though ’twould not be strange 
If in somnolent periods just after taps 

Some colonel or captain, disturbed at his naps, 

May have felt a suspicion that “spirits” unscen 

Had somehow bedeviled that old canteen. 


But I think of the times when in lulls of the strife, 

It has called the far look in dim eyes back to life, 

Helped to staunch the quick blood just beginning to pour, 

Softened broad, gaping wounds that were stiffened and 
sore; 

Moistened thin, livid lips, so despairing of breath 

They could only speak thanks on the quiver of death; 


oh 


If an angel of mercy e’er hovered betwéen 
This world and the next ’twas that old canteen. 


Then banish it not as a profitless thing, 

Were it hung in a palace it well might swing, 

To tell in its mute, allegorical way, 

How the citizen volunteer won the day. 

How he bravely, unflinchingly, grandly won, 
And how, when the death-dealing work was done, 
’Twas as easy his passion from war to wean, 

As his lips from the mouth of that old canteen. 


By-and-by, when all hate for the “rag with the bars,” 
Is forgotten in love for the “stripes and the stars;”’ 
When Columbia rules everything solid and sole, 
From her own ship canal to the ice at the pole: 

When the Grand Army men have obeyed the last call, 
And the May flowers and violets bloom for us all: 
Then, away in some garret the cobwebs may screen 
My battered, old, cloth-covered tin canteen. 


The Break of Day. 


SONG? 
Air—Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! 


Where the peasant vainly yearns, 
With a hope that inly burns, 
Where no listening ear has ever heard his call, 
Through a darkness as of night, 
Comes at last a beam of light, 
’Tis the blessed dream of “ Liberty for all!” 


Wake! oh, wake! the morn is breaking 
Grandly over sea and shore, 

Where as freemen ye may stand, 

Brothers all throughout the land, 
With a starry flag above ye evermore. 
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Where the mighty sternly frown 
On the lowly trampled down, 
And a kingly splendor settles like a pall; 
Where no heart has ever bled 
Where humanity is dead 
Comes again the finger writing on the wall. 


Wake! oh, wake! the morn is breaking 
Grandly over sea and shore, 

Where together freemen stand, 

Brothers all throughout a land, 
With the starry flag above them evermore. 


Shall the peasant hope in vain? 

Shall the writing dimly wane? 
Better far the dawning never had begun! 

We will boldly lead the van, 

Heart to heart and man to man, 
We'll be true as ever daylight to the sun! 


Wake! oh, wake! the morn is breaking 
Grandly over sea and shore, 

While united here we stand, 

Brothers all throughout the land, 
With the starry flag above us evermore. 


Darker yet shall omen lower, 
Where the tyrant sits in power. 
Plainer yet shall be the writing on the wall. 
Higher leaps the holy fire 
Of the patriot’s desire, 
Brighter beams the hope of “ Liberty for all.” 


Wake! oh, wake! the morn is breaking 
Grandly over sea and shore, 

And united we will stand, 

Brothers all throughout the land, 
With the starry flag above us evermore. 
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Memorial Day. 


Why comes this day with its bygones to crowd 
All present striving from our mind as naught? 
Why falls its sunlight on a Nation bowed 
In strange, unwonted soberness of thought? 
’Tis not for glad thanksgiving set apart, 
Nor yet a day for fasting, or for prayer. 
Why come we, comrades, with our mind and heart 
As to an altar bringing incense there? 
Our hearts make answer: We but come to grace 
That blood-stained altar at our love’s behest. 
To plant our sprig of myrtle at its base, 
To lay our wreath of laurel on its crest. 


Our lot is glad to-day, more glad by far 
Than prophet’s ken e’er reach at wildest bound. 
Our flag unvexed, its every stripe and star 
Smiling on plenty and on peace profound. 
Bright light streams forward; and Fate’s writing fair 
On the next page e’en brighter still would seem. 
Turn one page backward! read the record there ! 
Treason! Rebellion! Blood! ’Tis but a dream ? 
Is it a dream that pictures, black as night, 
The dread war cloud that over Sumpter broke? 
Is it a dream which shows that banner bright 
Rent, torn by shell, and wreathed in cannon smoke? 
Is-it.a dream which calls to mind the flood 
Of withering scorn we met from other lands? 
Is it a dream which shows the quick, warm blood 
Of friends and kindred drenching Southern sands ? 
‘Tis not a dream! Would God it were! And yet 
Not to oblivion may blood be spilled. 
‘were but a dream which we would fain forget, 
But for the souls it wrung, the hearts it stilled. 
It is no dream ! 
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Memorial Hymn. 
WRITTEN MAY 30, 1882. 


Sweet be the fragrance shed 
Loved graves around, 
Where dust of patriot dead 
Makes holy ground ! 
Glad tribute here we bring, 
Glad voice we raise. 
Loud let our anthem ring, 
Tuned to their praise. 


Love will its garlands give 
Wet with its tears; 

So shall their memories live 
On through the years; 

So shall the triumphs grand, 
Won by their might, 

Hold firmly Freedom’s land 
To God and right. 


Blow gently, winds of spring, 
Over earth’s breast. 

Long let pure fragrance cling 
"Round where they rest. 
Still shall their voice be heard, 
Though thunders roll, 
“Freedom” to us their word, 
Soul answering soul. 


Poems on Life. 


One swiftly sped vision—one yearning—one strife— 


One moment of waiting—one farewell—is Life. 


Reverie. 
Time swiftly flies, as here at ease I lie, 
The wild woods ringing with the joyous laugh. 
Alas! how-soon the living of to-day must die ! 
Must of life’s latest, bitterest goblet quaff! 


Must we, then, downward glide forever more, 

Till, in the hush of death, the heart stands still ? 
Keeps nearing steadily the untried shore 

Where naught reigns-ever but the heavenly will ? 


How hollow sounds the merry laugh, the jeer, 
When Fate’s wan finger shows the end so soon! 
Joy may be nearer, but the sad is near, 
And what can cheer it but the one great boon? 


Bow, then, lone mortal, at the sacred fane; 
The pleading spirit will not gladly go; 
Even to biess thee it will surely deign, 
If thou but ask the help it can bestow. 


“Jo a Withered lgaf. 

Frail, wind-tossed voyager on the tide of time, 
Nearing thy goal, 

Voice thou hadst never, yet one word sublime 
Speak to my soul. 

Aye thou art speaking to me this command, 

Floating in air or pillowed on the strand, 

“ Vield unresisting where ye may not stand, 
Rest maketh whole.” 


a] 


Rest doeth well, it doeth a// for thee, 
Rightly thou sayest; 

Moldeth, refineth, and then setteth free, 
Naught though thou prayest. 


* Written on the death of his infant child, December 4th, 1880. 
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All this and thou hast but to mutely wait, 

Passive and pliant to the touch of Fate. 

What clouds my consciousness of like estate, 
Save lack of faith? 


Rest maketh whole: and when from out earth’s mold, 
Omniscient Care 

Calls thee again to tints of green and gold 
Than these more fair, 

Will there be yet no answering care Divine 

For clinging hope, for trembling faith of mine? 

No stay ’round which soul-tendrils may entwine, 
Save black despair ? 


O withered leaf! thou art not o’er me blessed 
Of timely grace. 
The kindly winds which cradled thee to rest 
E’en kissed my face. 
They whispered, ‘‘ Rest ye,” as my cheek they fanned, 
“Vield unrepining where ye may not stand, 
Loves are but resting in the border-land, 
Rest maketh whole.” 


Gray fairs. 
Ye are coming too soon, too soon, 
Ye startle me out of my dreams; 
Ye’tell me life’s sunniest noon 
; Is sooner gone by than it seems. 
~ “Ye tell me how rose-tipped fingers and fair 
Must pale and grow thin as they’re fondling there. 
Ye steal from me joys I but grudgingly spare— 
Ye are coming too soon, too soon. 


Some witchery weird must work 
In the magical spell of our sleep. 
Some cunning enchantment lurk, 
When we may no vigils keep. 
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Else why do we ever at earliest dawn 

But rise to go pressing more eagerly on, 

Nor see, till the Spring and the Summer are gone, 
How near is the end of our work? 


I sighed for a chill grown wind 
To scatter life’s fruit from the tree. 
Was it that in sighing I sinned ? 
The Autumn came with it to me! 
I gather the fruitage, toiling slow, 
But the chill grown winds ne’er cease to blow, 
And now they must scatter life’s blinding snow. 
Alas for the chill grown wind! 


I honor the crown ye bring, 
It beams with a radiance rare. 
’Tis more than the crown of a king, 
For only who wins may wear. 
I’d win it at last in a work that is meet, 
I'd wear it at last with a joy complete, 
But the tottering form and the faltering feet! 
I’d wait for the crown ye bring. 


I’d wait lest ye come too soon. 
Would I wait for the joys in store? 
Would my heart yearn for no boon, 
Lest sorrowing come before? 
I’ll face to the front with a dauntless eye, 
To win and to wear as the years go by. 
I’ll manfully battle, tho’ oft I sigh, 
Ye are coming too soon, too soon. 


fn fierostie. 


Earth has joy for one who wills it, 
More than gloomy mortals think. 

More of joy than sorrow fills it— 
All who willits cup may drink. 
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So, wherever Fate may bear thee,— 
Up or down, by night or day, 
Smiles of Love and Hope shall cheer thee, 
Always like good angels near thee,— 
Never turning quite away. 


Pray for smiles, though they be tearful, 
Only tears of Hate can blind— 

Ne’er be hopeless, ne’er be fearful, 
Darkest clouds are silver-lined. 


Jo a loued One. 


Beautiful is the world we bless; 

Beauty and it are in fond caress; 

But of beauties the brightest, none can vie 
With the beauty that beams from woman’s eye. 


Nectar-full is this world of ours; 

Nectar in poesy, nectar in flowers; 

But the sweetest, the purest that mortals sip 
Is the nectar that clings to woman’s lip. 


Charmful, too, is the world we tread; 

Charms around us and charms o’erhead; 

But the charm that is peerless, the nearest to bliss 
Is the charm that dwells in a woman’s kiss. 


Truthful is all that the world bestows; 
“Truth in its joyousness, truth in its woes; 
But the truth of all truthfulness, save that above, 
Is the truth that hallows a woman’s love. 


Beautiful, nectar-full, charmful and true; 

Roses they scatter and gems they strew; 

And a rose that is thornless, a gem all divine 

Is the: rose of my heart of hearts, gem that is mine. 
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_ fin Old fMan’s New Year Reverie. 


My farewell and greeting I give to the years, 
With a hope for the new, for the old one—tears ! 
But ah! this is not as in years that are told, 
One hope for the new, and tears for the old. 
I mind me of New Years not quite yet forgot, 
When bright hopes came trooping and tear-drops were 
not. 

Can it be Iam plodding my journey so fast 
That the future of these is all borne to the past? 
Ay, borne to the past, to that rayless sojourn 
On wings that once fleeing may never return! 

* * * * k ok kK 
One swiftly sped vision—one yearning—one strife— 
One moment of waiting—one farewell—is Life. 

* * * * * * * 
And wherefore farewell? must the life that is done 
Leave all nor take aught to the new life begun? 
Ah! the vision may fade and the yearning be still, 
And the strife and the waiting all end as they will; 
* There are heart-woven tendrils to yet interlace 
*Round the handful of earth falling cold to its place. 
Life’s work is not done when the fingers of toil 
Close over a bosom at rest from turmoil. 
A life is enduring; its record must stand, 
Though it leave but one footprint faint traced in the sand; 
For the waves at their lashing, the winds at their play 
May never replace the few grains pressed away. 
Then why should I pine that these faltering feet 
Come near and more near to the clay folding sheet? 
Their marks will yet lie o’er the pathway they came, 
And the world can ne’er be as without them the same. 
Warm hearts have I cherished, fond lips have I pressed— 
Some throb with the living, some chant with the blest. 
Turn backward or forward, love nowhere is dumb, 
’Tis yearning to stay me, ’tis whispering “Come.” 


23 


No more will I falter, no more, in my tears, 
Give farewell or greeting to swift flowing years. 
Not e’en Death can darken the halo of love, 

For a parting below is reunion above. 


little Barefoot. 


All day long two little feet 
Have pressed the stones of the busy street, 
And a breast has heaved, and a heart has beat 
With hope, perchance, in the throng to meet 
Eyes to pity or lips to greet 
A penniless girl with flowers. 
But the feet are stilled, 
For the day has sped, 
And the heart is chilled, 
For the hope is dead; 
And the flowers wither and droop and die, 
And she gives no heed to the passers by, 
No heed to the swift winged hours. 
Weary, but calm and sadly fair, 
Looks she now as reclining there, 
Humanity’s ward, but no one’s care, 
Save his whose care devours. 
And now the dead leaves ‘deck the sands, 
The brow droops down to the little hands, 
As half in hope, half in despair, 
» “She breathes a wish,—almost a prayer, — 
“O that life were sweet !” 
Cruel fancies now that rise 
Feed the yearning Fate denies. 
Cruel, for they will, we know, 
Leave the yearning when they go. 
Visions fair of childish bliss, 
A mother’s care, a mother’s kiss; 
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Brighter and more bright they seem 
Till the fancy is a dream, 

And the bliss complete. 
No more cruel Fate denies, 
No more tears bedim the eyes, 
No more shrink the little feet 
From the cold stones of the street; 
For, there! right across her path 
Beams the brightness of a hearth, 
Beams that light of love and cheer 
Which we know, for mortals here ° 
Only to one place can come, 
And the Dream-king paints it “ Home.” 


Oh, the magic of that word, 
Which, the moment it was heard, 
E’en the coldest heart was stirred, 
As with power divine! 
Though her flowers strew the sands, 
There in ecstasy she stands, 
And she clasps her little hands 
And she says, “’Tis mine!” 


Who that o’er a fearful brink 
Wakes from out a dream, 
Could so calmly bear to sink 

Helpless in the stream ? 


See! the little form but shivers 
O’er the cruel stones again, 
And the thin lip only quivers 
With the sigh, “It might have been.” 


Might have been! might have been! 
Could but the right have been, 

Few hearts than hers to-night 

Well could more light have been ! 
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Shame of it! shame of it! 
Where lies the blame of it? 
Man gets a curse to-night, 
She breathes the name of it. 


So we go blundering on to our doom, 
Burying friends in an enemy’s tomb, 
Leaving the best, humanity’s own, 
Fatherless, motherless, worse than alone. 


Think! will the sympathy born of the times 
Ever be deaf to the jingle of dimes? 

Ever be careless of royalty’s feet, 

When they go pressing the stones of the street? 


Ah, but the sympathy born of to-day 
Pushes the pauper girl out of the way. 
Nobody knows of the burden she bears,— 
Alas for humanity!—nobody cares. 


Between the Candle and the Coals. 
If e’er the fates that grieve us 
By toning down our joy 
Fall sound asleep and leave us 
To bliss without alloy, 
‘Tis when by only Cupid seen 
A pair of bashful souls 
Are melting into one between 
The candle and the coals. 


A speck of tender love-light 
Becomes a beaming star, 

Then, as the sun above, bright, 
‘Tis warming near and far, 

Till with an all entrancing sheen 
It earth and heaven enfolds 

In that enchanted spot between 
The candle and the coals. 
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How bright might earth be seeming! 
How strangely bright alas ! 

How fondest youthful dreaming 
Might really come to pass, 

If,all through life might still be seen, 
As back the curtain rolls, 

The tenderness we felt between 
The candle and the coals. 
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Lighter Poems. 


Mixing solid fact with fancy unbeknowing. 


Jelephontasia. 


et elton: 
And a voice, not of earth, seems humming, 
rteilow 7 
How familiar old Fate is becoming ! 
No roundabout nonsense to tickle the ear 
With compliments tangled in verbiage queer; 
No majesty, rev’rence, milord or monsieur; 
No mister, no madam, nor even my dear; 
But just a quaint word from the gutter, 
Coined only for gamins to utter: 
That herald of bliss, 
That precursor of woe, 
With its kick or its kiss, 
Evermore on the go: 
<Grlelio le’ 


But, hold! 
Would we have the world balk in the traces? 
Why scold? 
Even Time is improving his paces. 
His scythe and his glass are no more to be seen; 
There’s a jaunty rig swathing his skeleton lean. 
He will sit for his photograph next, I ween, 
Astride an electrical mowing-machine; 
And Fate would be working disaster 
Should she ripen the harvest no faster 
Than when the slow sand 
In the skeleton’s hold 
Kept the world at a stand 
As it sluggishly rolled 
Of old. 
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Heigho! 
Then it means that old Fate is Perey 
Just so. 

May we render due thanks for Hie blessing ; 
May we learn to forgive the rash blunder she made 
When she madly consented to barter in trade 
Her supple, keen, silent old Damascene blade 
For that plebeian, gutter-born tongue grenade— 

Busy making humanity shiver 

With its impudent “stand and deliver!” 

That brick on the fly, 
Ever ready to go 
From the low to the high, 
From the high to the low, 
pL eLLOnie: 


fipple Pie. 

Silver moons and spicy breezes, 

Ruby lips and sparkling wine— 
Let them fill another’s fancy! 

There’s small room for them in mine. 
But when all too late to stop it 

Comes a tear-drop in my eye, 
*Tis in memory I drop it 

Of my mothers Apple Pie. 


Higher aims and aspirations 
Come, perchance, with riper years, 
Joys and sorrows more enduring, 
Brighter hopes and darker fears. 
But I doubt was knight e’er braver 
Than in boyish times was I, 
Risking half day’s good behavior 
For the charm of Apple Pie. 


32 


Oh, how well I see me standing 
At my mother’s cosy chair, 
Neither hand in breeches pocket 
Nor a tangle in my hair! 
Filling thus the hard condition 
Which she ne’er could mollify, 
As becoming one’s position 
When a candidate for pie. 


Would you boast of princely banquets, 
Furnished forth in grand array? 

Of the marvelous cuésinters 
In this sorry latter day? 

You may bring them all together, 
Fricassee and Frenchify, 

And then taste the equal never 
Of my mother’s Apple Pie. 


Little marvel that in fancy 

It so large a place could fill— 
That in visions retrospective 

It must fondly linger still! 
There’s poetic inspiration 

Peering far and soaring high— 
But, alas! no revelation 

In the art of Apple Pie. 


Pity ’tis the watching, waiting, 
Which attend our manly years 
Find no perfect consummation, 
Save we watch and wait for tears; 
That in all our earthly mission, 
All the storms in which we vie, 
Hope ne’er ends in such fruition 
As in days of Apple Pie. 
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One more sigh e’er I can leave thee! 
Childhood’s charms without alloy, 
One more tear !—I gladly drop it— 
Mindful of the Coming Boy. 
Where on earth is now the finger 
Learning su to deftly ply 
As with mother’s love to linger 
*Round the margin of the pie? 


Ghe (Noderate Drinker. 


A PORTRAIT. 


He’s aman of decision. He says it himself, 
And ’tisn’t worth while to dispute him, 

In matters pertaining to pleasure or pelf 
He always can tell if they suit him. 

He’s moderate too; and has, it is said, 
A self-control really sublime. 

He never lies—closer than two in a bed— 
And he takes but one drink at a time. 


He’s a bachelor born. Were the truth to be told, 
No heart-passion ever bemeaned him. 
To the breast of his mother, his lips were so cold 
’Twas the shiver they caused her that weaned him. 
He,needs no advice on the right or the wrong, 
He'll never be hung for his meekness. 
With sympathy flush for the man who is strong, 
He’s none for the man with a weakness. 


You’ve scen the old toper, whose tremulous palm 
Could scarce hold the trifle you gave him, 
Turn mutely aside with no shame or alarm 
At the word spoken harshly to save him. 
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You should see him transfixed by so piercing a glance, 
Were his heart of hard rock, ’twould go through it; 

Scorn, hate, and derision, all shot in one glance,— 
*Tis our moderate friend that can do it. 


There’s an icicle twist to his facial nerve, 
Which means—when interpreted —dile. 

He deems it a dignified mark of reserve, 
And sometimes he thinks it a smile. 

But you're apt to reflect, upon meeting his stare, 
Whether seen at its best or its worst, 

On a dignity wofully out of repair 
Or a smile coming little end first. 


This “bird of a feather” sticks well to his “ flock,” 
For the ” Club” is his nocturnal nest. 
There’s a “smile” there in order called “Old Rye and 
Rock?’ 
(He smiles with his elbow the best). 
So smilefully homeward he’ll start, say, at two, 
With a chum about equally calm, 
Each deeming the thanks of the other are due 
For the use of a steadying arm. 


But he ambles home sober, that’s easy to see, 
He’s a “high tone—hic—doncherfurgitit.” 
He finally unlocks his door with a key, 
When he finds that his jack-knife won’t fit it. 
He sets out his hat for the boot-black with care, 
Lays a boot on the hat-rack instead, 
Then hangs himself over the back of a chair 
And tucks up his breeches in bed. 


35 


Pollie Ann. 


I know a maid, a country maid, 
Whose witching eyes of brown 

Have melting loveliness enough 
To serve for half the town. 

But she’s a bashful maid, withal, 
And I, a bashful man— 

’Tis passing strange I ever came 
To whisper “ Pollie Ann.” 


Her ways have all the grace of art 
Without its cunning wiles. 

Her face is not perfection, but — 
’Tis pretty when she smiles. 

And when the blushes light it up 
As only blushes can, 

I’ve yet to teach myself how not 
To whisper “ Pollie Ann.” 


Time was when she would laugh with me, 
As through the wood we'd stray, 
To see the squirrels and the birds 
Go scampering away. 
But e’en the blue-jay, timid soul, 
Who erst would lead the van, 
No longer cares how near I come 
To whisper “ Pollie Ann.” 


It’s all in vain I stray alone 
To angle in the stream, 
And while the cork bobs up and down, 
I slip off in a dream. 
The trouts purloin my bait away 
And seem to like the plan, 
For well they know, though feeding them 
T fish for “ Pollie Ann.” 


) 


36 


But bless me! I’m a bachelor 
“Of credit and renown,” 
And this, a pretty tale to pass 
Among my friends in town. 
Pll tear myself away, but ah! 
I wonder if I can? 
I fear that one too many times a 
I’ve whispered “ Pollie Ann.” 


Sandy Bodkin. 
(A PHILOSOPHICAL DISQUISITION.) 


Sandy Bodkin was a sinner,— 
Who of us is not? 

Sandy Bodkin liked his dinner 
Smoking from the pot. 

But it happened oft to Sandy, 
As to some it often will, 
That his dinner-horn of plenty 
Was no easy horn to fill. 


Sandy’s nearest right hand neighbor 
Was Miss Becky Toole. 
Being colored, Sandy thought her 
Next door to a fool. 
And the good folks living near them 
Thought the judgment all more true, 
For the reason, strange to tell it, 
Simple Becky thought so too. 


Sandy’s sense of moral action 
Rested deep within. 

He could reckon to a fraction 
What it cost to sin. 


Sa 
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So, instead of being foxy, 
Running risks, and all that, 

He did dirty things by proxy, 
As the monkey with the cat. 


Once he had a day of fasting,— 
All good’ people do,— 
But then Sandy found it lasting 
Rather more than two. 
And, for fear the Constitution 
Might at this offended be, 
Sandy felt his solemn duty 
To prevent its lasting three. 


As he stood about him gazing, 
Conning this thing o’er, 

He beheld two stray geese grazing 
Close by Becky’s door; . 

And it straight occurred to Sandy 
How a goose would him revive, 

If to get it he of Becky 
But a cat’s paw could contrive. 


Sandy broke the plan to Becky 
In his blandest vein, 

Fearful lest her conscience shaky 
Might not stand the strain. 
But her face no symptom showing 
Of aversion to the theft, 

He arranged the dinner program 
Thus concisely ere he left. 


“Get a goose if you are able,— 
There’s no fear you’re not,— 

Half-past one o’clock to table 
Bring it steaming hot. 
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I will lunch upon it lightly— 
If I feel that way inclined— 
And then all remaining over 
Shall be yours —yours mind.” 


> 


Becky thought the plan was splendid, 
Sandy thought so too, 
So his homeward way he wended 
Without more ado. 
And for fear of leaving too much 
Of the goose for Becky’s store, 
He his appetite enlivened 
By a walk along the shore. 


Promptly at th’ appointed minute 
Sandy sat him down, 
Asking what she had put in it? 
Had she done it brown? 
Then the one dish she uncovered, 
Muttering many a cook’s excuse— 
Lo! his hungry eyes expectant 
Saw his own, his ¢azlor’s goose. 


Sandy Bodkin’s stay was brief— 
Goose was all left o’er, 
But he drank in this relief 
Ere he passed the door,— 
“As you're nuffin’ but a tailor, 
One dat’s nebber been to school, 
You’s excusable for tinkin’ 
One dats brack mus’ be a fool.” 


® 
The Representative (Nan. 
Quiet had settled down 
On the turbulent little town, 
And the sovereign people, the voters, had sauntered 
home. ; 
But one of them grieved to learn 
It wasn’t his turn to earn 
Immortality underneath the Capitol dome. 
Thus grieving, he sat demure, 
With his hopes getting fewer and fewer, 
Self pitiful that there was not a known way to sur- 
mount 
That thing with a grip so fast, 
(It was not then a thing of the past) 
The straitaway, old-fashioned, plain, mathematical 
count. 
Five years with a marvelous skill 
He had moulded his party’s will, 
And written, of course, his own name on its caucus slate. 
And yet, as each count had been told, 
He had felt but the comfort cold 
Of knowing that they also serve who stand and wait. 
The party at last had rebelled, 
And its caucus had stubbornly spelled 
Another man’s name on the slate as plain as could be. 
Then straight he had published abroad 
That the caucus was always a fraud, 
The.despotic curse of this otherwise land of the free. 
Should the weakly make way for the edge 
Of the infamous entering wedge, 
And silently witness its rending, and tearing, and —so 
forth ? 
No! perish the thought at its birth, 
That the genuine salt of the earth 
Had zot lost its savor he felt God-commissioned to show 
forth. 
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So when he had studied the ground, 
And a few kindred spirits had found, 
He had gathered them slyly together unto one place. 
Not as scheming men come to a caucus, 
But as pure-minded thinkers and talkers, 
Intent upon naught but a fair deal and— holding the 
ace: 
Then they in their closet had said 
That, “ Whereas both parties are dead, 
Resolved: That the helm must now pass into hands that 
are clean. 
Our flag to the mast we have pinned, 
And we'll sail the old ship with the wind, 
Without e’en the semblance of anything styled a 
‘Machine.’” 
’Twas a most touching scene and a grand, 
As this lamblike yet militant band, 
Each thoughtless of self, kindly stroked the sore head 
of the other, 
And its grandeur approached the sublime 
When the hands of all rose at one time, 
And made a third candidate out of our friend and their 
brother. 
Thus called, though he modestly shrank 
From assuming conspicuous rank, 
He had stood; and by virtue of limitless gab he became 
The type of that citadel stormer 
Who comes when we whistle “‘ Reformer,” 
Who never consents to play less than a three - handed 
game. 
And so, through the town day and night, 
Fierce had raged the triangular fight, 
As each party lost its infallible ones to the new; 
Till, the voting and counting all o’er, 
They had shut in his face the one door 
Which, for mere lack of votes, he had failed as of old to 
squeeze through. 
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And think you this red-hot Reformer 
Found his cold comfort one whit the warmer, 
From seeing the party he had bolted from step to 
the van? 
Not a bit? It was plain to be seen 
That naught but their “blarsted machine”’ 
Had swindled the town of its true Representative Man. 
So the quiet that settled down 
On this turbulent little town 
Had sullenly rumbling beneath it an ominous growl. 
There came in this pitiless hour 
A vision! “THE BALANCE OF POWER.” 
It showed our Reformer his way clear to yee Rome 
howl. 


’T was a vision that all his misgivings dispelled. 

It opened a vista through which he beheld 

The badgered minority seizing the prize 

By a mere sleight of hand. What a feast for his eyes! 
There at once to his face came a look that was new. 

It was grim, but the ghost of a smile flickered through. 
’Twas the kind of a smile that men never get right, 
Save their fingers are fists and their teeth are shut tight. 
The kind that e’en then they ne’er do quite so well’s 
When they’re thinking of thumbscrews for somebody 


else. 
“THE BALANCE OF POWER!” He sat himself 
. down: 
His vision no longer confined to the “ Town.” 
The “Congressional Deestrick;” ’twas doubtful and 
close, 


What might zot a third party do if it chose? 

“THE BALANCE OF POWER!” He got up again, 
Hardly sure that he grasped the full scope of it then. 
The field was so large and the view so sublime, 

He would take it in leisurely, part at a time. 
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So he walked back and forth, and he fondled his chin— 

Pinched himself to be sure ’twas no trance he was in, 

Then he stood as he reckoned Napoleon must 

When the specifications were made for his bust, 

His eye gleaming grandly, his lip showing nerve, 

His coat-tails held firmly behind, en reserve. 

There he stood as if moulded in bronze or in brass, 

And saluted his three-quarter view in the glass, 

“The new man of destiny, born for the hour, 

To wield the mew sceptre, ‘THE BALANCE: OF 
POWER” 

Think a man more serenely e’er breasted the rout 

On the very same night of his own coming out? 

No; nor vowed with a confidence nearer sublime 

That by hook or by crook he’d roost higher next time. 

Right now was the hour, himself was the man, 

To organize statesmanship on a new plan. 

To muster all malcontents, white, black, and green, 

And wield them in one squad to smash a machine. 

Just think! but two weeks had he been on the track, 

And yet nigh a third of the town at his back! 

Let the old parties know he could handle his men, 

Wouldn't ove at least open its doors to him then? 

And that one, so evenly matched was their force, 

Why ¢hat one would simply walk over the course. 

And its principles—well—'tis bed time and past— 

There’s no call to map out the program so fast — 

“Nigh a third of the town—m—m—where’s the boot- 
jack? 

Ah, here!—nigh a third of the town at my back— 

A third in two weeks;—’tis the broadest of hints 

That in six the whole crowd can be there, and their 
princ— 

Well, what of their principles? can’t a man sleep 

For fear a few principles ain’t like to keep? 

Time to straighten them out when we get ’em in 
print. 


WELL!! a man can’t take in the whole field at one 
squint!” 
So he crawled ’twixt the sheets with a shrewdness well 
timed, 
To be haunted no more till the morning bells chimed. 
Our friend is an artist; his purpose is fixed. 
His work is outlined and his colors are mixed. 
He is bound to exhibit as soon as he can 
Earth’s noblest adornment, the self-made man. 
There now and then dawns on our vision 
A soul of such transcendent tone, 
As must ever look down in derision 
On what it can’t label its own. 
It would seem as if somewhere aloft in the spheres 
The celestial dispatchers had got by the ears, 
And the being supernal, of exquisite make, 
Had somehow got shipped down to earth by mistake. 


But crammed as the world is before him 
With subterfuge, scheming and guile, 
No jot of its slime spatters o'er him; 
He’s proof against all that is vile. 
He dives straight for politics, swimming in gush, 
Not coyly nor gingerly, but with a rush; 
With liking as fervent, with passion as fond, 
As rat to a cheese box or duck to a pond. 


He playeth us no second fiddle, 
He mingleth not in with the throng. 
He parteth his hair in the middle, 
Nor selleth himself for a song. 
His forte is dictation, he gives no advice; 
He thinks most profoundly, but never thinks twice. 
A born “Independent,” his creed is the whim 
That Conscience must publish her by-laws through him. 
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Such a man has been known for a season 
To counterfeit plain common sense ; 
Has reckoned it next thing to treason 
To doubtingly straddle the fence. 

. But once let’ it happen, as ’twill soon or late, 
That a loaf or a fish deftly misses his plate, 
From pottage to birthright as quickly he’ll soar 
As from birthright to pottage he tumbles before. 


Blessed mortal! this bland “ Independent,” 
Who learned, as these lines should relate, 
That the magic of triangulation 
Made the crooked in politics straight. 
The bliss that he bro’t and the sweetness he shed, 
If they tickle the living, won’t trouble the dead. 
The past is secure; let the future depend 
On the genius and culture and gush of our friend. 


He woke on that morn after ‘lection 
Reorganized on a new plan. 
In all respects save his complexion 
A thoroughly self-made man. 
As proof that his mission was safely to guide, 
With a far reaching vision as long as ’twas wide. 
He had reached in his life the significant pass, 
Clean up to which time he had been but an ass. 


No more could his moments be squandered 
In minding the teachings of men ; 
Only weighty things now could be pondered, 
As fit for his tongue or his pen. 
Most important of all, there were things to forget, 
For his old quips and quirks, he must have a new set. 
He must speak with new force, be addressed in new tones ; 
And so homely John B. becomes JAY BENDER JONES. 


’Twas a masterly stroke and a timely, 
To signalize thus his own birth; 
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It rounded the thing off sublimely 
And stamped him the salt of the earth. 
While it bade all his old time familiars to stand 
Just a little way back and await his command, 
It inspired the new comers with vim and esprit 
Such as never go forth to a simple “ John B.” 


And the rabble turned grave in their wonder 
That ’mong them these many long years 
Such talent had lain smothered under 
A napkin. It moved them to tears! 
So they mutely hung fire ’twixt amused and perplexed, 
In the mood whose sole gist is towonder what next ; 
With a sympathy pricked and just lively enough 
To be sure to all sneeze if JAY BENDER took snuff. 


Not so the wise ones of the party 
Now bossing his old time ‘“ mashein ;”’ 
With a lofty contempt that was hearty, 
They cared little what he might mean, 
Till their own Weakly War Gun with wrath in its tones 
Stepped forth as the organ of JAY BENDER JONES! 
(They had left a few shares of it lying ’round loose, 
And the fox that was hungriest gobbled the goose). 


Right nimbly now as they were able 
They doffed the demeanor of brag, 
And they went for the key of the stable 
Which lately had sheltered their nag. 
They moved as a unit in anxious accord, 
So their timely solicitude met its reward. 
They found out, of course, with commendable speed 
That the groom and the trappings were gone with the 
steed. 
“What manner of mortal could he be? 
This quack, this pretender, this Jones? 
Who'd startled from Dan to Beershebe 
Such rattling among the dry bones ?” 
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And by queries of this sort they showed, did the wise, 
That they verily feared whom they wished to despise. 
“With motives of mischief and methods to match, 
What a brood of calamities might he wot hatch?” 


And the homage they witlessly gave him— 
These wise ones by standing aghast— 
Was the one thing he needed to save him 
From harmlessly breathing his last. 
’Tis ever thus: many a man with a taint 
Has lived as a cipher by seeming a saint, 
Who at once into fame and importance has sprung, 
By convincing the world that he ought to be hung. 


And now his most trivial action 
Was matter for public ado. 
Not a clique, a cabal, or a faction 
But thought him the man to freeze to. 
They plied him for aid in each pet forlorn hope, 
And he so industriously plied them with soap, 
That the embryo platform to start his machine 
Got as far as, “ Resolved, That betwixt and between—’ 
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With a consummate tact and acuteness, 
Our friend had the wit to surmise 
That a platform of greater minuteness 
Would throw dust in less people’s eyes. 
That a well defined fact was a tamer affair 
Than a nebulous fancy afloat in the air, 
And that hope never glittered with color so bright 
As when it was pinned to the tail of a kite. 


And he knew how the “dear people” doted 
With ardor that fairly enthused 
On the man who, in speech sugar-coated, 
Could tell them how they were abused,— 
That in ills of the State as in “crick in the back” 
The door widest open was that for the quack, 


47 


x 
Who could paint the worst symptoms of lameness or sore 
And uncork the nostrum least heard of before. 


Of course such sublime intuition 
Threw all other lights in the shade. 
And he vowed that his every ambition 
Should bend to the plan he now made. 
He would so aim the arrows he shot from his bow 
As to miss every friend while they hit every foe, 
And thus through the darkness that feil like a pall 
The beams from his lantern should glimmer for all. 


So he coaxed his rhetorical kite up 
To what were its loftiest reaches, 
And managed by hard work to write up 
Some off-hand, extemporized speeches. 
Then he easily happened by chance in the way 
To be called on as one who had “something to say,” 
Till his harvest waxed rich in the smiles and the tears 
Or such as are fain to be led by the ears. 


He spoke not of loaves or of fishes 
Or the flesh pots. he’d revel among. 
Never one of his heart’s dearest wishes 
Got leave to disport on his tongue. 
But he spoke of the greed with which ofAer men sought, 
As a feature fast bringing our freedom to naught ; 
Showed the old ship of State with her helm hard a-star- 
board, 
When the only safe water lay dead to the larboard. 


From Maine to the fag end of Texas, 
From Barnegat light to sundown, 
Not a portent of ill rose to vex us, 
But felt the frost bite of his frown. 
Tho’ he spoke in the air, in the hall, or a tent, 
Bar-room, or praver-meeting, the “dear people’”’ went ; 
They would leave a rum punch or a half emptied plate, 
Even postpone a funeral to hear him orate. 
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And thus they found out to their horror, 
As truly enlightened folks must, 
That they all had to rise and wage war or 
Be evermore trod in the dust. 
Their noses to grindstones he glibly portrayed, 
Till many a man, for the moment dismayed, 
Passed his hand slyly up from his mouth to his hair, 
With an unfeigned surprise that the organ was there. 


Yet the gushful furor he created, 
Tho’ it did hugely tickle his soul, 
Never raised him to heights so elated, 
As to make him lose sight of his goal. 
The “Congressional District” —’twas right in his fist ; 
The mills that grind slowly were grinding the grist. 
Men should see, as this pot he proceeded to skim, 
Not that he sought the cream, but the cream sought him. 


So when he brought into full focus 
An evil which tortured his heart, 
He scorned all the State hocus-pocus 
Which men use who simply are smart. 
He went for its vitals with hammer and tongs, 
As if ’twere the head and the front of all wrongs, 
While its cause he took care to make seem so remote 
He could lay the blame where it would not lose a vote, 


E’en the temperance men’s talk he could handle 
With No.1 pathos and fire ; 
On his oiled tongue their shibboleths dandle, 
And ne’er raise a dram-seller’s ire ; 
He would deal them in public the wrath of his soul, 
And would prod them as ’twere with a very long pole ; 
Then he’d manage in private with infinite grace 
To leave his peeled rods at their watering place. 


Thus the breeze which at first in his meekness 
He feebly had fanned _all alone 

Rose up mightily out of its weakness 
And stalked forth a booming cyclone. 
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The “Congressional District” was wild for “ Reform,” 
All the fair weather patriots prayed for a storm, 
‘Convene us by all means:” “Convene us you must.” 
And our friend plainly saw ’twas “ Convention”’ or bust. 


So, ere the star of hgpe had time to set, 

That stern Convention, in its wisdom, met. = 
No pipes were laid, through which with muffled sound 
Schemes might pass their syphons under ground ; 
No wires were rigged with which the guiding man 
Could move his puppets when the dance began. 

No trick, no subterfuge, no telephone 

Between JAY BENDER and his pet cyclone ; 

But all so innocent, so straight, . 

’*T were sacrilege to even whisper “ State.” 

The crank of what with solemn voice and mien, 
They’d fore-ordained should be “not a machine.” 
It means, not that he’s less a friend. of it, 

But that he’d like to lease one end of it. 

Vast crowds convened. Each honored delegate, 
Big with his portion of the Nation’s fate, 

Brought his constituents without reserve 

To back Reform and give the movement nerve. 
The day was notable. That day forsooth 

Reform dawned on the District of a truth. 

These gathered zealots, as their numbers grew, 
Were just then building better than they knew. 
Reform to come they had so much in mind, 

They thought not of reform they’d left behind ; 
Of homes in which unwonted quiet reigned, 
Where for the day ’twas “ Paradise Regained;” 
When wives and sweethearts, even babes in arms, 
Freed from the dread of querulous alarms, 

Were somehow moving in an atmosphere 

Which made earth’s beauties stand out wondrous clear, 
If keen detectives on that blissful day, 

Coaxed by rewards to give their wits full play, 
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Had raked the District with a fine toothed comb, 
No chronic grumbler had been found at home. 


(Some men reform whatever they desert, 
By leaving it. 
Do such gain credence to what they assert 
Believing it?) 
% x * % % % % 
That ‘twas no narrow minded Convention nor slow 
Let the list of its honored vice-presidents show. 
There they sat on the platform, a specimen meek, 
Of political patchwork sublimely unique. 
Not a party nor clique of the last forty years 
Which had turned up the sod for a harvest of tears, 
Whether dead from exhaustion or mere lack of brains, 
But had there lodged a part of its earthly remains. 
He of Blue Blood was there, 
Patronizing the Chair, 
With a know-it-all look in his see-nothing stare. 
Not obtrusively, vulgarly warm, 
In the a—b—c work of reform, 
But with Bourbon severity deigning to lend 
His lofty approval to what in the end 
Might effectively swamp the whole plebeian swarm, 
In so deep a quagmire 
They’d be forced to acquire 
Some sort of respect for the mortals born higher, 
In fact, might be brought in submissive accord 
To apply to their betters the title “ MZy Lord.” 


Next him sat, with chair slightly pulled to the van, 
Earth’s sublimest production, “ The Self-Made Man.” 
Less wondrous, perhaps, but more fearfully made 
Than as if the Creator his keel had laid. 

With his head posing firmly, his hands on his breast, 
His thumbs hooked inside the arm-holes of his vest,— 
Could a narrow idea linger back of that brow? 

There was only room there for a “ Look at me now!” 
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Flanking him was a man of such sanctified ‘calm 
That his face was a gospel, his smile was a psalm. 
New Testament Wiggins, with gall to insist 
He’d the world’s glad millennium right in his fist. 
The scheme of Reform of this most devout man 
Was to run the world on the’infallible plan. 
As the prime panacea for all human need, 
He’d the whole of God’s law simmered down in a creed. 


[Left unfinished. | 


Jim Jams. 


Jim and John are a friendly pair, 
Though why ’tis not easy to see, 
Strangely unlike from their heels to their hair, 
They never are known to agree. 
Jim is an artisan, cute and true, 
John, a born temp’rance Reformer, 
Jim is a fellow of words but few, 
John, a perfunctory stormer. 


Still they are friends, very tolerant friends; 
If one sins, the other condones it. 
Always at odds and never at ends, 
Jim likes his “tod,” and he owns it. 
John is always invited to see 
The wonder of Jim’s contriving, 
While Jim is certain of tickets free 
When John is for temperance striving. 


One night from a lecture of wondrous force, 
When John had seemed more than impassioned, 

Jim had him as guest, wishing proudly, of course, 
To show him a work he had fashioned. 

’Twas a “patent, electric hydraulic alarm,” 
For a sleepy friend living in clover 
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’*T would ring a bell, lift the clothes, work like a charm, 
And finally turn the bed over. 


For a practical test, Jim had rigged the machine 
In a vacant room just overhead, 

Connected by cords which would scarcely be seen, 
To his own broad bachelor bed. 

He proposed, as soon as their heads were at rest 
And the tongue of the lecturer quiet, 

Explaining it all to his listening guest, 
And, of course, in the morning they’d try it. 


But the lecturer happened so full of his theme 
That he couldn’t hush up on retiring; 

His eloquence flowed in continuous stream, 
Till Jim was in dreamland perspiring. 

So finally, sorrowingly resigned, 
For better luck sometime imploring, 

The lecturer folded Jim’s pledge unsigned 
And was soon right nervously snoring. 


The morning came and the bell rang out. 
The two friends exchanged sleepy glances; 

Jim now might have told what was coming about, 
But he left the teetot’ler to chances. 

That worthy soon roused from a comforting doze, 
Disturbed by a singular feeling, 

Just in time to behold the first batch of bed-clothes 
Rise silently up to the ceiling. 


The puzzled look now on the lecturer’s face 
Gave Jim a keen zest for the joke. 
Advising his friend to lie still in his place, 
Not a syllable further he spoke. 
The Reformer did lie for a minute or more 
With a nervous foreboding of gloom, 
When the clothing yet left followed that gone before 
To its roost at the top of the room. 
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The Reformer sat up—gave his eyelids a peal— 
Was’t a nightmare? a mirage? or what? 
Then he leaned on the pillow his pulse-beat to feel, 
When the pillow went up like a shot. 
His heart beat a tattoo, and then it hung fire; 
A giddiness muddled his brain; 
He cast Jim a look of beseeching desire,— 
But Jim didn’t rise to explain. 


Meanwhile the “electro hydraulic ”’ machine, 
Just getting warmed up to its work, 

Gave the bedstead a sensation somewhere between 
A modest earthquake and a jerk. 

“ Jee-rusalem! Jim! Oh, don’t try to frown! 
Can’t a fellow believe his own senses?” 

Then, grasping the bed-rail to hold himself down, 
The rise of the bedstead commences. 


Right nimbly the lecturer sprang to his feet, 
Like a crazy man roused from a doze; 
Hair bristling skyward, face white as a sheet, 
And mustache embracing his nose. 
Said he, “Jim,” and his fingers were colder than clams, 
As they clutched at the mantel shelf, 
“If I manage to live through this fit of the ‘jams,’ 
I'll take the pledge myself.”’ 
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Dialect Doems. 


Blunt lines that strew these verses thick 
May doom ’em to the waste-rack. 
I haint got the new-fangled trick 
O’ shootin’ ’round a hay-stack. 
Still will they lack vindictive ring, 
For ’ts true of him who wrote ’em, 
He’d no more heart to make ’em sting 
Than knack to sugar-coat ’em. 


6o the Cheap Money Fellers: Greetin’. 


Ef et wouldn’t be presumpshus, . 
An’ ef ’twould it’s all the same,— 
Where’s the use 0’ bein’ skrumpshus, 
When the time is past for shame,— 
I’d jot down in flowin’ dickshun 
Ez the waves o’ tho’t roll past 
What’s been my life-long convickshun 
Ever since bout night ’fore last. 


I’m no longer ’mong the douters 
Stuck in a finanshul bog, 
Fur I’ve j’ined the silver spouters, 
An’ I’ve swaller’d the hull hog. 
But a dollar zs a dollar, 
An’ as sich is bleeged to pass, 
Whether ’ts solid, filled or holler, 
‘Whether ’ts paper, gold or brass. 


Fifteen years o’ calm reliance 
On a wind-bag for a boat, 
Fifteen years, no chart, no science, 
An’, by George, we’re still afloat ! 
All this comin’ from inflation,— 
Blessed the more the more we’ve sinned,— 
’Taint no wonder that the nation 
Fin’ly put its faith in wind. 


Its full time our bonded bloaters 
Hauled ther sleds in for a rest,— 
Time they learned how honest voters 

Ken shake up a hornet’s nest. 
They’re so blamed stuck up an’ stolid, 
They seem neither ’live nor dead. 

“Tie us up to suthin’ solid” 
Don’t sound much like “go ahead.” 
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Their ole maxim, “single staftdard,” 
With its one monot’nous plea 

Kep’ us driftin’ strait to land’ard 
When we’s better off at sea. 

Kep’ our chances slippin’ from us 
*Till ’t cost nigh as much all told 

For to pay bills with a promis’ 
Ez it did to pay in gold. 


Now that sort of strait-laced jacket 
Don’t give genius a fair shake ; 
We sigh for a gin’ral racket, 
Rough an’ tumble, give an’ take. 
What’s been rigid make it plastic, 
What’s onyieldin’ hev it stretch; 
Make our measures a// elastic, 
Ef they carry, let ’em fetch. 


There’s the old style bushel measure, 
In it’s second childhood now, 
Jest the same for men o’ leisure 
Ez for them who dig an’ plow; 
Jest the same at elevators 
Ez where corn an’ wheat are scarce, 
Same for charcoal and pertaters 
Ez it is fur garden sars. 


It’s redicklus, an’ we've bore it 
*Till it’s crushed us nigh to death. 
Things must change, an’ now you’ve swore it, 
We'll git time to ketch our breath. 
What we want’s a broad enlargin’ 
Ez’ll make it square an’ straight, 
For to utilize a margin 
Or to re-hypothecate. 


An’ it’s comin’, shure as shootin’— 
Ain’t nobody bottled now. 
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Argufyin’ an’ disputin’ 
Can’t no more’n perlong the row. 
What with doubts o’ hell’n the futur’, 
An’ small show for justis here, 
Why not pay our debts in pewter 
An’ our dividends in queer? 


Then there’s signs 0’ sense departin’ 
‘Mong some honest men o’ yore, 
Who're a “ttle bit onsartin 
Whether two an’ two make four. 
When ourabc’s git muddled 
An’ our figgers lose their grip 
’Twon’t be long ‘fore things are fuddled 
So ’t cheap money’ll boss the ship. 


But who’s goin’ to reap the profits? 
Less not jump from bad to wuss. 
Princerple ez don’t bring offis 
Isn’t wuth a tinker’s cuss. 
Deeds of honor do for story 
When they’re mix’d up with the flag; 
But the devil take the glory— 
See’t our party gits the swag. 


Leave your shrewdest man to head it. 
Whom a falsehood don’t abash, 
One who'll lie on six months’ credit 
Sooner’n tell the truth for cash. 
Then, with scientific guessin’ 
An’ with onassumin’ brag, 
Jest wipe out our “nashn’l blessin’” 
With a swab o’ paper rags. 
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Refieckshuns 


On THE THREE-YEAR-OLD, INDEPENDENT-Mucwump-Dim- 
MERCRATIC-REFORM-CONTRIVANCE FER GUIDIN’ THE SHIP 
Ome iuAis 


Here it is on its legs; let it speak for itself ! 

It ken crave no preferment, ken yearn fer no pelf; 
Ken be moved by no envy, no malice, no spleen; 
Ken be stung by no shame fer ’tis mot a masheen. 


Hail! Pollyticks! Hail! Hez ther anyone feared 
Lest the good ship o’ stait be disastrously steer’d ? 
Fears be gone! Tho’ her pilot be never so green 
He ken steer her with this fer ‘tis not a masheen. 


It’s equipment is lavish, its magazine full; 

It is studded all over with wires to pull; 
Ye ken reach ’em by daylight or under a screen, 
But however ye do it, ’tis mot a masheen. 


With the scathingest tongue in the mealiest mouth 
It ken wither the North and beslobber the South; 
Shut up both eyes to handle what’s dirty or mean 
Ortomatic; but mind ye, ’tis xot a masheen. 


It ken handle a kawkus ez well ez the best; 

It ken wipe off its chin, it ken pull down its vest; 
Scratch names off a ballot, paste others between 
Same ez if it hed brains, but ’tis not a masheen. 


Sech,a neat transformation it works when it’s set 
Thet all is good fish ez comes into its net. 

What it handles tho’ filthy its touch renders clean 
An’ sweet evermore, fer it’s mot a masheen. 


So Pollyticks, Hail! yer redempshun hez come! 
Ye’ll be freed from yer Augean, partizan slum ! 
An’ the thing thet’s to mop out yer stable so clean 
Ts a—what ez it—well, it is not a masheen. 
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But the paytent’s applied fer, and George Wilyum done ie 
He’z the only man this side th’ equator can run it. 
Tho’ natterly born to be one o’ the cleanest 
He’z larned how to plan an’ kontrive ’th the meanest. 
-But, bless his dear soul ! 
He'd jest swaller me whole 
Ef arter his name I shud write down masheenist. 


Chore-Gime Meditations. 


fePer John P: 
Robinson he 
Sez he wunt vote fer Guvener B.” 
—[Hosea Biglow. 
James G. B. is a pooty square man— 
Never wuz known ter go back on ’is folks; 
Hitch ’im up single he’s good ez a span, 
An’ he bleevs more in fences ’n he doos in pokes. 
But Hozee 
Biglow he 
Sez he wunt vote fer James G. B. 


My! ain’t it terrible? Wut’s ter be done? 
Can’t never ’lect ’im, o’ course,—thet’s sartin. 
’Bolish the fences an’ put the pokes on? 
Thet’s bout the sort ov a program they’re startin’; 
Fer Hozee 
Biglow he 
Hez detarmined to squelch the pertection idee. 


Grover C. is a dreffle good man; 
Pure, ’an a statesman ’ithout any taints. 
‘Course we must cherish ’im careful’s we can; 
We don’t want a corner in eminent saints. 
An’ Hozee 
Bigelow he 
Sez we’ve on’y one left, and that’s Grover C. 
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Grover C. he goes in fer free trade:— 
He ken vally principle onles it’s plain 
Thet to vally it may be onfort’nitly made 
To bust his balloon in the next campane 
An’ Hozee 
Biglow he 
Sez ther’s nobody ekle to Grover C. 


Tho’ we’ve got along swimmin’ly mor’n twenty years 
With the Yankee idee that pertection pertects 
Ther’s Perfessurs 0’ Pollyticks kickin like steers 
Coz we hain’t looked at matters tho’ John Bull’s specks. 
in SElozee 
Biglow he 
Sez our on’y salvation’s the “ H’inglish h’idee.” 


John Bull sez pertection is wuss’n a crime 
Coz we selfishly ’ply it to jest our own nation; 
He sez we can’t make it a virtoo sublime 
’*Thout extendin’ it so’s t’ embrace all God’s creation. 
An’ Hozee 
Biglow he 
Sez all true wisdom comes to us over the sea. 


Wall, it zs a marcy we’ve got folks ter tell us 
The ins an’ the outs o’ these matters, I vow! 
God send us Perfessurs an’ lit’rery fellers 
To pilot our team when it gits in a slough 
But Hozee 
ig Biglow he 
Will never say “Haw” if John Bull sez “Gee.” 


Sin’gler tho’, ain’t it? We’ve had our best luck 
When we’ve sed to John Bull, “Let alone our affairs ! 
We don’t brag of culcher, but we’ve got the pluck 
To boss our hul ranch; You can’t run it on shares!” 
But Hozee 
Biglow he 
Now thet he’s gittin’ too old ter see 
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’‘Thout a H’inglish made glass at ’is eye, 
*An on’y jest boards in this land o’ the free 
To perside ez the clouds roll by; 
Now that our Unkle is out o’ the woods 
An’ his morgagis held by ’imself, 
With more than a plenty o’ home made goods 
In the cubbard an’ on the shelf; 
Now thet our martyrs are all laid to rest, 
Ez the gunpowder’s ceased to destroy, 
An’ our hul blessid land from the East to the West 
Is singin’ it’s anthem 0’ joy: 
O where now is he, 
Our Yankee Hozee 
Who might lead the kwire ef he chose? 
He's amutterin”’ “* dam,” 
Jest because Uncle Sam 
Lays a tupenny tax on his klose. 


Go a Friend. 


Wall, Reuben, I’m glad thet you’ve fixed your mind’seye 
On what your life voyage is to be. 
I’se afraid ye’d be driftin’ from college by’m by 
For a chance wind to take ye to sea. 
Nice, napkin-wrapped talents laid high on a shelf 
We now-days are called on to view, 
Ez if culture’s a thing to be prized for itself 
’Stead o’ measured by what it may do, 


Ez a preacher, don’t try to surpass human bound— 
Be a man of the manliest stamp. 

Hev a home instead of a stumpin’ ground, 
Be a citizen ’stead of a tramp. 

Religion aint simply a record we have 
Of a mystical, heavenly birth; 

It’s a thing to be lived. Ef you’d preach it to save, 
Be a part of it here on the earth. 
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An’ when you’ve a creed firmly fixed and avowed, 
Don’t imagine all other creeds lame. 

Bright light may stream down thro’ rifts in a cloud 
Fur apart, but the source is the same. 

With a firm, never falterin’ faith pass on 
Through the clouds to the light heaven wide; 

Though the rift may be narrow, make plain that beyond, 
We may all walk the path side by side. 


But never dare take one poor candle away 
From the altar in front of the throne, 

With its varyin’ brightness to dandle an’ play, 
Jest ez if twas a light o’ your own. 

Or ez if ye would say to the crowd as they stare 
On you holdin’ it up by the stick, 

“Look! see ye how bright it kin flicker and flare 
With my fingers trimmin’ the wick.” 


O, never do that. Let the light be one 
To shine for the great an’ the small, 
Ez broad ez the universe, bright ez the sun, 
To shine on forever, for all, 
Make the pulpit ne’er seem like an auction block 
With its pain-killin’ wash or its salve. 
Let it stan’ ez a rock, for ’#s a rock 
An’ the solidest rock we have. 


My Views o’ Comfort. 


I’m glad ye’ve come to Stony Farm, 
To rest awhile from workin’; 

Now the Convention ’s come an’ gone 
It can’t be said ye’r shirkin’. 

An’ if the hot words ye let fly 
Agin the sex that’s rulin, 

Left ye’r mouth seemin’ sort o’ dry 
Ye’ll find our apples coolin’. 


64 


Ther’s not a charm round the ole home 
But brightens at ye’r comin’, 

From mem’ries picters old an’ new 
To birds and bees a hummin’, 

Ef one lone sorrow, small or great, 
"Mong joys like these could mingle 

*T would be to think how, spite o’ fate 
Ye will keep comin’ single. 


But ah! hev frowns come stealin’ in 
To take the place o’ blushes? 

I know, we’re on a sea o’ thought,— 
How fast the ole ship rushes! 

How fast the breakers heave in sight, 
The good ship, how it tries ’er; 

An’ then, ‘ith all this running fight, 
How fast we git no wiser. 


’T was hearty cheer you give me once 
Afore thet grand disarmin’, 

When majer gin’rals took ter peace 
An’ brigadeers ter farmin’. 

I’m sorry now yer bugle sounds 
An’ seemin’ woes betide ye; 

Et can’t be mine ter heal yer wounds 
Ner find a place beside ye. 


Imasorry; ter Lican't help see 
Et’s no fool’s whim atween us. 
Et’s an zdee, all cocked and primed, 
From love an’ home ter wean us. 
An’ when an idee once gits hold 
On Yankee female human, 
Et don’t let go till one is cold— 
The idee or the woman. 


But let’s agree ter disagree, 
An’ with our paths divergin’, 
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Jest chat ez when the waves o’ strife 
Round other rocks wuz surgin’. 

Fer tho’ my homely way o’ tho’t 
May’nt swerve ye for a minit, 

’T will gain me comfort cheaply bo’t 
Ef’t shows I’m honest in it. 


I &liev' in comfort. Tho’ it seems 
A’most gone out o’ fashion, 
Et’s starvin’ soul an’ body both 
Ter do ’ithout yer ration. 
I don’t care what we’re strivin’ to’rd, 
Nor how we've sot our heart on’t, 
We'd better fling it overboard . 
Ef comfort ain’t a part on’t. 


The smartest settin’ out giv’ yit 
To the chief end o’ bein’ 

Is nothin’ mor’n a modern sass 
To serve that old idee in. 

Tho’ half the world preach its defence 
An’ t’other half be dumb for ’t, 

Jest warm it up ‘ith common sense, 
*Twill simmer down to comfort. 


An’ yit folks will go divin’ deep 
In sarch o’ final causes; 
Nor even look in nater’s face 
Ter see what nater’s laws is. 
So up comes from the bottom shelf 
Thet rule o’ life we find most, 
The rule 0’ “ Each one fer ’imself— 
The devil take the hindmost.” 


When nater sez amen to that 
I’d ruther not be harkin’. 
I’d ruther hear ’er say amen 
Ter love, an’ home, an’ sparkin’, 
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Ef one lone bird kin build a nest, 
It’s not so nater’d will it, 

For only two kin make it blest, 
Nor less ’n two kin fill it. 


Sometimes uv evenin’s, when the stars 
Hev jest got well ter blinkin’, 
I’ve singled out the faintest one 
An’ down I’ve sot a-thinkin’. 
There swings a world more ripe than this, 
Where no heart yearnin’ lingers; 
Where every mortal’s cup o’ bliss 
Is held in his own fingers. 


Each one a type ‘ithin ’imself 
Of each an’ every other; 

No father lookin’ down to child, 
An’ no child up to mother ! 

The cunnin’ handicraft of One 
Whose handicraft is peerless, 

By leavin’ no love-work undone, 
Has left ’em grand, but cheerless. 


An’ there’s the rub. Love’s work all done, 
Each soul a starin’ unit. 

The harp o’ life with jest one string 
An’ only self to tune it. 

I couldn’t find in that whole life 
The comfort, small ez ’t may be, 

Thet’s in one kiss ’twixt man and wife 
Or one hug at the baby! 


But I’m afraid somebody else 
Hez come across that planit— 

Hez took its iceberg life to heart 
An’ rashly vowed to stan’ it. 

I’m ’fraid that now she’s blind to harm, 
Each tender impulse crushin’; 
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She’ll like ez not furgit to charm, 
An’ lose the knack o’ blushin’. 


An’ what o’ that, one home the less 
This land 0’ homes to brighten? 

One life ‘ith woes to make it dark 
Instead o! loves to lighten ? 

Ef that wuz all I’d stop complaint, 
Fer tho’ I sadly missed ’er, 

I might, to make a martyr saint 
Give up a charmin’ sister. 


But that’s wot all. This talk o’ spheres 
Expandin’ out, an’ stretchin’; 

It brings oneasy feelin’s up—_ 
It blinds folks, an’ z?’s ketchin’. 

Make women think ye've found a sphere 
Thet’s holier than a mother’s, 

Ye’ll blot out half the homes that’s here, 
An’ sadly darken t’others. 


Now men love progress, but they’ve tho’t 
Its saddenin’ work wuz ended. 

Hez ’t yet a field to lead us through 
Where holiest ties are rended ? 

Ef such be what the Maker wills, 
It’s notfor mento mute nt, 

Fer sooner ’t’s here, like fever ’n chills, 
The sooner we'll be thro’ it. 


But doos He willit? Thar’s a p’int 
You orter set men right on; 

You orter show ’em how its one 
The Bible throws no light on. 

Jest keep the Scripters out 0’ sight 
An’ never tire o’ talkin’, 

Ye’ll mebbe show your cause is right, 
Your path the one to walk in. 
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Once prove thet love needs loppin’ off 
So ’t folks may clamber higher; 

Thet home’s a comfort only meant 
To feed a fool’s desire; 

Ye’ll hev no longer need to glean 
The pap o’ contribution, 

Ye’ll mebbe find a chance to wean 
Yer nussin’ revolution. 


An’ then—but soul o’ mine can’t grasp 
The joy o’ what’s to foller, 

Mor ’n it ken square its last account 
Fer ten cents on the dollar. 

An’ when to push that lamb-like raid 
You into two ranks git ye, 

I guess now ’n then a goodly maid 
Will stan’ one side an’ let ye. 


I don’t b’liev’ God sot woman down 
’Long side o’ man to doubt him, 

An’ then give her the weaker arm 
To fight thro’ life ’ithout ’im. 

Tho’ on that plan I ken conceive 
Life might had less that’s hard in, 

For then, when God created Eve 
He’d made another gardin. 


Now ’spose he had, an’ give to each 
The power o’ multiplyin’; 

How long think fore the stronger race 
Would sent the tother flyin’? 

Ther’d been no need o’ fife nor drum 
To rally men to knavery— 

No waitin’ till the niggers come 
To’stablish human slavery. 


But there we see ’em side by side, 
A trustin’ man an’ woman— 
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The strong a fosterin’ the weak, 
For Love had made ’em human. 
Thus trustin’ Love, and lovin’ Trust, 
Each springin’ from the other, 
Out o’ mere animated dust 
Raised up a wife and mother. 


I’ll stan’ by Eve. It doos fer me 
To know she stood by Adam. 

Tho’ ez fer idees of a “sphere,” 
She may or mayn’t o’ had ’em. 

She mayn’t o’ had no ’larnin’ tact 
In settin’ off her beauty, 

But we're enough to prove the fact 
She didn’t shirk her duty. 


Then ’twernt so bad, that moral cloud 
Thet seemed fer once to blind ’er; 
There’s modern clouds thet hoverin’ then 
Would left no trace behind ’er. 
She trod no path alone, tho’ thick 
The tempter might a-strewn it; 
She trotted out no ’Rithmetick 
To prove ’erself a unit. 


Ar’ if her winnin’ power with man 
Led both in paths forbidden, 
The curse that foller’d come in love 
With blessin’s ’neath it hidden. 
But now, when ’t seems we're past the day 
That felt its keenest rigor, 
You'd take the blessin’ half away 
An’ leave the curse the bigger. 


I wish some preacher, standin’ up 
With no set creed to fear for, 

Would jest take “Eden” fur ’is text 
An’ show folks what they’re here for. 
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Would show how each sprung from the clod, 
The father and the mother, 

To satisfy the love of God 
An’ Comfort one another. 


O Comfort! could I ’postrophize 
Thet grand old word befittin’, 
I’d rouse one echo in yer soul 
Ye’d not be soon forgittin’. 
I'd show how, when ye’ve fin’ly clutched 
The palm where battle clashes, 
Ye’ve left life’s nectar all untouched 
To lick up dust an’ ashes. 


I know one spot this side the grave 
Where Comfort is no stranger; 

’Tis under no proud palace roof, 
Nor yet beside a manger. 

No dazzlin’ genius there to soar, 
Nor eloquence to thunder; 

I keep the wolf ’way from the door— 
A woman works the wonder. 


Our human life can’t boast one joy 
Ez fills the soul that lives it, 

But draws its virtue from the spell 
Woman as woman gives it. 

Ef human nater comes to harm, 
Or gits a blow that’s crushin’, 

’Twill be when gals furgit to charm 
Or lose the knack o’ blushin’. 
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Jewels or Fetters. 


If ever logic born o’ tho’t 
Becomes mere truck to trade in; 
Bids truth an’ dignity begone 
An’ takes to masqueradin’; 
*Tis when some one with amity 
So warm we can’t condemn it 
Invents a sham calamity 
An’ ’lects ’imself to stem it. 


If parched an’ thirsty lips that seek 
The purest fount we quaff at, 

E’er move the pityin’ tears 0’ scorn 
Or make a face to laff at; 

*Tis when one takes the holy book 
An’ tearin out the best on’t, 

Perceeds ’ith sanctimonious look 
To hug an’ kiss the rest on’t. 


An’ yit somewhere on christian soil, 
The pregnant tho’t hez sprouted, 
By which the Bible views ’o sex 
Hev all been met an’ routed, 
*Twill raise the dickens pooty bad 
With King James’es translation; 
Pity his D. D.s couldn’t had 
This fresh hatched revelation. 


Had but a glimmer then ’uv dawned 
Of light you now see gleamin’; 

A light you most feel sure about 
When most profoundly dreamin’; 

There might been now less bilin’ wrath 
Roused in your soul an’ others 

By fireside bondage round the hearth, 
An’ slavery of our mothers. 
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Tis curis how the biggest tho’ts 
Are made to seem the smallest, 

An’ how a leetle dwarfed idee 
Ken overtop the tallest ! 

We couldn’t hire ’nuf sense ’f we tried, 
With all the gold 0’ mammon, 

To hold its own right side by side 
With ten cents wuth o’ gammon. 


Philosophers take contracts now 
To prove three times a minit, 

Thet gov’ment brings no good to them 
Ez gits no finger in it. 

They’ve bounced agin all sorts 0’ rocks 
While arter new thot’s fishin’ 

Till what they wish wuz orthodox 
Seems made so by the wishin’. 


They've put our instincts all to rout; 
They've made our axions vary; 

They’ve riddled both the Testaments, 
An’ swamped the dictionary; 

An’ ’twont be long ez things look now 
Afore they’ll well be able, 

To raise a fust class fam’ly row 
’N the mult’plication table. 


We're joggin’ long tho’ ’bout ez if 
Sech voices weren't a ringin’. 

The carlis earth don’t vary much 
From her ole style o’ swingin’, 

More cheein’ tho’ts there be no doubt, 
But still there’s comfort knowin’ 

Thet while this world’s a wearin’ out 
There’s other worlds a growin’. 


So let the winds blow slow or hard; 
The sun shine or refuse to; 
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We'll settle up our ’counts at last 
‘Bout ez our fathers used to. 
The saddest dirge yet played hez had 
A symphony behind it; 
An’ time’s ole organ’s got, I’m glad 
A stiddy hand to grind it. 


Still it’s a pity old delights 
Hed sech a world o’ harm in 
Thet what we tho’t our purest joys 
Must lose their power o’ charmin’. 
Once, right here ’mong us, thank the Lord 
The Yankee homes we knowed on 
Wuz somethin’ mor’n a place to board 
An’ git our buttons sewed on. 


Once jest the sound o’ that word “Home” 
Seemed like a bedediction. 

Ez now it means a pen fer slaves 
Thet must a been a fiction. 

Once the name “ Mother,” softly spoke 
Was love's way to denote ’er. 

Now it means one whose heart is broke 
Because she ain’t a voter. 


‘he patterin’s © littlesteer 
Don’t suit this age o’ letters, 
The Roman matron’s jewels are 
The Yankee matron’s fetters. 
The breasts where babes might well find bliss 
Are steeled an’ barred agin ’em, 
An’ lips that well might smile an’ kiss 
Are give to spoutin’ venom. 


So’t doos seem good to turn at times 
From billers rushin’ o’er us, 

An’ think in what a calm they sailed 
Who plowed the seas afore us. 
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Still, on whatever charmin’ isle 
Our anserd prayers would dump us, 
We'd better mind our helms the while 
With one eye on the compas’ 


It’s likely no one reads the Word, 
However deep a scholar, 

But stumbles on things, now an’ then, 
A little hard to swaller. 

That fust great tale we come acrost 
That sets forth the beginnin’, 

Gives small idee of what it cost 
To set this world a spinnin’, 


But tho’ it mayn’t show how ‘twas done 
It shows at least Who did 71. 

An’ ez for learnin’ otherwheres 
The Bible don’t forbid it. 

Wisdom’s been dawnin’ by degrees; 
We haint yit got the best on’t, 

The Bible gives the a-b-cs, 
Nater must show the rest on’t. 


I’m willin’ when the Bible seems 
To bear hard on the women, 
Her boat o’ faith should paddle where 
There’s sunnier ponds to swim in. 
She needn’t let the Bible slide 
To grasp the book o’ Nater; 
But lay both open, side by side, 
An’ be her own translator. 


We're all creators; so to speak, 
Tho’ some fail in the biznis, 
From tryin to convince the Lord 

Their way is better’n His’n is. 
Is ’t wisdom thus to go it blind, 
With no one rulin’ o’er us, 
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Furgittin’ what we've left behind, 
Nor carin what's before us? 


Such wisdom answers for a tree 
Whose seed the winds take care of. 

Could we but trust the-wind ez well 
We'd have less to beware of. 

But when the germs o' human stock 
Fall here an’ there at random, 

‘Tis mostly on the devil’s rock 
The wind sees fit to land ’em. 


Babies are not spontaneous, 
It’s nussery work to raise ’em. 

They thrive best when in love’s warm lap 
Our heavenly Father lays ’em, 

An’ ez for raisin’ whole souled men, 
Ther's only one way to it; 

‘Tis mainly done afore they’re ten, 
An’ home's the place to do it. 


There's where creation’s work is ours, 
E’en most from warp to fillin’, 

There virtue comes to make us strong 
An’ love to make us willin’. 

But then, the way wern’t left so free 
No higher law can cross it; 

Loves work, tho’ left for you an’ me, 
Wern't left for us to boss it, 


The way’s appinted. Two an’ two 
We bear the yoke together. 

It’s been so from a long way back, 
I’m thinkin’ twil’ forever. 

Doos’t help the prospect to suppose 
So broad a path was meant us, 

That each may tread on tother’s toes 
An’ still be where He sent us? 
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*T1is not by chance that you an’ I 
Hev certain things to curb us. 
We’re made to differ, sure enuf, 
But we’re made so a purpus. 
Wuz’I to set yer bound ones free, 
Or mend yer logic lameness, 
I'd tackle fust that wild idee 
That egual right means sameness. 


Tho’ you mayn’t pin yer faith upon 
A husband so’s to try one, 

Ye’ve no need o’ declarin’ war 
To live a maid, an’ die one. 

The arm o’ law, tho’ sometimes lame, 
An’ clumsy in its labors 

Will guard yer hen-roost jest the same 
Ez ’t does yer bach’lor nabor’s. 


An’ maidens needn’t ever feel _ 
They’re cyphers in the Nation. 
Virtue an’ bravery only live 
On woman’s inspiration, 
Cowards hev wro’t a hero's part, 
With battles smoke to blind ’em 
For jest one little woman’s heart 
That glowed an’ beat behind ’em. 


I’m not ashamed on’t. Ez for me, 
In that long tug ’ith slavery, 

’*T was pride in one who staid at home 
Thet stood to me for bravery. 

Be’t hers to move again that pride 
Should dangers darken round us, 

An’ mine to stan’ ez then beside 
Them little brass twelve-pounders. 


But that word slave! See what a strange 
New lease o' life it’s gittin’. 
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‘Twas jest now bro’t so near the grave, 
Its epitaf wuz written. 

It once meant auction blocks, an’ chains. 
Man’s hand raised ’gainst his brother, 

Is’t fittin’ for its foul remains 
To stan’ for Wife, an’ Mother? 


Jest think ; ef ther’s one spark o’ sense 
In this new talk a risin’, 
Then virtue’s blightin’, love a curse, 
An’ sympathy rank pizen. 
Ef when we're singin’ “ Home Sweet Home’ 
Its prison life we sigh for, 
The heart’s a vagrant; free to roam; 
Ther’s nothin’ left to die for. 
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Soeial Fenee Buildin’. 


I dunno ez a man hez need 
To let the prospect blind ’im 

Altho’ he should take, once ’n a while, 
A good square look behind ’im. 

Ole mem’ries sometimes hez a charm 
Thet’s not from distance borrerd; 
Thet now’n then feeds the soul a balm 

It can’t find lookin’ forrerd 


I mind the time in this ole town 
When all its swarm o’ people 

Come flockin’ up to hear the Word 
Beneath one single steeple. 

It wernt no ticklish job to pray 
When, spite 0’ wind or weather, 

All sech ez trod the narrew way 
Walked side an’ side together. 


78 


I mind the good ole tunes they sung, 
An’ how ez all hands sung ’em, 
The milk o’ human kindness seemed 
To play right round among ’em. 
I’ve no idee they ever tried, 
In their quaint orthodoxy, 
To let one half the worship slide 
An’ do the rest by proxy. 


For when the seed fell ez "twas sent, 
With heaven’s own wind to waft it, 

The fruit it bore wer’nt such ez ’tis 
With modern skill to graft it. 

Of all that come to pay their vow 
Mothers seemed best contented, 

I wonder if in Congress now 
They aint best represented. 


Twer’nt nater then for Rocky Hill 
To be stuck up nor gloomy, 
Her cozy hearths and sunny hearts 
Wuz bright an’ warm, an’ roomy, 
With men an’ boys o’ solid stuff— 
Women an’ girls to brag on, 
She couldnt start ole maids enuf 
To fill a one hoss wagon. 


An’ yet there was one, here an’ there: 
In tenderness I’d say it— 

Not tongue o’ mine her worth may tell, 
Nor pen o’ mine portray it. 

She walked ez meekly on her way, 
An’ bore ez comely graces, 

Ez if her soul had fullest play 
Nor sighed for lonesome places. 


I mind ’er breathin cheerily 
Such atmosphere around ’er, 
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Not e’en a chastened look might tell 
That sorrow e’er had found ’er. 
Livin’ the final chapters of 
A romance not all written, 
Till in the last grand act above 
The Smiter crowns the smitten. 


How sad? her lot to meekly bear 
With all its tearin’ harm in ’t, 

How sad! she never stepped inside 
The bifurcated garment. 

For long ere this she might uv earned 
What so your envy rouses, 

He’d but her nat’ral cravin turned 
To hankerin’ for trowzis. 


God never fashioned an ole maid. 
Tis Bible truth to say so. 
An’ if He did make one ole. bach, 
He didn’t let ’im stay so. 
But long o doubts an’ splittin’ hairs 
On one pint an’ another 
They’ve sort 0’ stole in onawares, 
An where there’s one there’s to’ther. 


Three steeples now on Rocky Hill 
Show how the flock hez scatter’d. 

It's that way some things waxes strong, 
An’ that way some git shatter’d. 

The voyage is one, the boats are three, 
There’s lack o’ hands to row ’em. 

I sometimes wish ’twas left for me 
The safest plan to show ’em. 


Here’s deacon Hokum’s youngest gal 
Jest marrid Captin Ritter, 

I dunno; but ’tis whisper’d round, 
He swapped hym-books to git ’er. 
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Now that’s but one o’ seven or so, 
The deacon’s to dispose on, 

Ef ’tother six hez erry bo 
Its mor’n the neighbors knows on. 


Now why? Theyr’e mor’n an evridge lot; 
They’ve had the best o’ teachin’, 

The deacon never flinched one hair 
In practis nor in preachin’. 

An’ when at church his double pew 
Fills brim full of a Sunday, 

Ye’d think young men’d find ’nuff to dew 
Twixt meetin’s out an’ Monday. 


An’ so they would, wuz but the way 
Ez clear ez nater made it. 

But ’lass; the game o’ life don’t run 
Ez our forefathers played it. 

The wisdom o’ these latter days, 
That’s so much give to talkin’, 

Hez figger’d out too many ways 
For heaven bound folks to walk in. 


Say now still more we carve the race 
Up into clicks an’ parties; 
Will’t mend the chance for woman’s hand 
To nestle where her heart is? 
Will’t-lay divorce courts on the shelf, 
Or make love more abidin’, 
To give the house agin itself 
One more cause for dividin? 


The parson tells a man he’s one 
With her to whom he’s yoked in. 

I’ve fore now seen the parson squirm 
Ez if that sentence choked ’im. 

An’ I’m ’fraid them words won’t become 
One whit the more emphatic, 
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When bridegroom votes Republican 
An’ bride votes Demmicratic. 


Say what ye will bout woman’s right 
In wranglin’ seems to mingle; 

There’s times when ’twon’t suit married life, 
Ez well ez’t ‘might the single. 

An’ all this high flown talk about 
The path she’s to be led in 

Don’t prove that path should end ’ithout 
What people calls a weddin.’ 


An’ what’s a weddin’ that a maid 
Should set her soul agin it? 

Are hope an’ freedom all outside, 
An only bondage in it? 

A weddin! Think your e’er a bird 
Of daybreak carol grew sick? 

A weddin! Aint the very word 
Wuth savin’ for its music? 


But once the weddin’s fin’ly robbed 
Of all that’ true an’ tender— 

A scene where one says “I demand,” 
An’ ’tother “I surrender ”’— 

An’ how long think, with all our bent 
For makin’ strides perdigious, 

Afore this ole time sacrament 
Gits label’d sacrilegious? 


My view is, fur’s what is is right 
Ther’s small use feelin’ sore on’t; 

But where it cuts square ’cross the grain, 
We need’nt pray for more on’t. 

Ef matrimony’s failed to coax 
Mankind ez fur’s ’twas meant to 

There’s small chance for ’t to end the hoax 
By doin’ mor’n ’twas sent to. 
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We've come to lace our consciences 
In jackets strait an’ straiter, | 
Till jinin’ two in one would seem 
Most contrawise to nater. 
An’ that’s why no man thinks t’ impound 
The deacon’s darter Roxy, 
Who can’t fust fling his arms around 
The deacon’s orthodoxy. 


I look ahead fur Rocky Hill, 
The futur’s page a thummin’ 
I see a social change to come 
With jist two shapes to come in. 
The men an’ maidens, full o’ grit, 
Round Town Hall in a snarl, or 
The Sunday evenin’ candles lit 
In deacon Hokum’s parlor 


Ef coolin’ founts but simply flowed 
To make it sin to crave ’em; 
An’ only parchin’ thirstiness 
Could ripen souls an’ save ’em; 
We might do well to not prefer 
What real delights are left us, 
An’ deem our fates the kindlier 
The sadlier they’ve bereft us. 


But life has joys so old they’ve got 
Creation’s day an’ date on, 

They wer’nt all meant for temptin’ cheese 
To bait the traps o’ satan. 

’Tis only modern scribblers small, 
Intent to earn their pittance, 

That o’er the gateways to ’em all 
Would chalk up “no admittance.” 


Ther’s only now a three rail fence 
Round matrimony’s paster. 
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I’d let them hist another on 
Who think t’would fill up faster. _ 

Ther’s only three small patches there 
With discord’s nettles growin’ 

Let them go start another where 
They like that kind o’ sowin’. 


J wish our fathers—tho’ its well 
To leave things ez we find ’em— 

Had, when they marched in years ago 
Left the bars down behind ’em. 

An long ’fore this, glad hearts an’ light, 
So jined no jedge could sever, 

Would trod them nettles out 0’ sight 
An’ left ’em dead forever. 


Nat’ral Rights. 


It’s a savin’ p’int, I’m thinkin’, 
Thet a man who feels he’s free 
Hez a nat’ral bent for drinkin’ 
At the fount of one idee. 
Tho’ he hankers for the mazy, 
Thinkin’ mebbe it’s sublime, 
Still he won’t go ravin’crazy 
On mor’n one idee ’t a time. 


Likely’s not it seems amusin’ 
To them stiff ole English wights, 
When they see how we’re a usin’ 
What we call our nat’ral rights. 
But they need’nt bust their bellus 
For nobody faints away 
When the cables up an’ tell us 
All their lords an’ fellers say. 
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Let ’em snap their friendly finger, 
An’ their fightin’ one ez well. 
Freedom’s mighty apt to linger 
Where she can be free to dwell. 
An’ fur all our little failin’s, 
"Twont be long the way things slide, 
’Fore we’ve sot our back yard palin’s 
’Round their little strip outside. 


Ef in past years we’ve been gleanin’ 
Any wisdom from our fights, 
Ther’s a power o’ solemn meanin’ 
In them two words “nat’ral rights.” 
An’ our cousins ’cross the water— 
Wisest when they’re in a fix— 
Fust perceived it ez they’d orter 
Thro’ the smoke o' ’76. 


Nat’ral rights most people sigh for 
Ez what only God ken give; 
Nat’ral rights we Yankees die for 
When we can’t git ‘em an’ live. 
But with ail our fuss an’ fixin’ 
Ez to causes of complaint, 
We're a leettle give to mixin’ 
What zs nat’ral with what azv’t. 


We've growed up a mighty Nation, 
An’ we ’spose we’re mighty folks. 
An’ we got our reputation 
Jest by breakin’ human yokes. 
Ain't the idee ruther humblin’? 
Don’t it give yer pride a stab, 
When ye think us all a tumblin’ 
In one gen’ral game 0’ grab? 


Mebbe thet’s the grandest picter 
Truth ken paint in ink or ile, 
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Symbolled by some swinish victor 
Gloatin’ o’er his heap o’ spile. 
Mebbe with the wolves an’ vultures 
We're but makin’ common cause, 
While our much be-vaunted culture ’s 
Jest the glove thet hides our claws. 


But it sort o’ slowly tingles 
Into this ’ere soul o’ mine 

Thet the theory ez mingles 
Plunder'n duty ain’t Divine. 

Glimmers thro’ my dull perceevin’ 
Like the star light thro’ a fog, 

Thet there’s better cause for b’leevin’ 
In a man than in a hog. 


Thievin’s bad enuf at best ont, 
Whether ’ts past or yit to come; 
But what’s meaner’n all the rest on’t 
Would be thievin’ done at home! 
Man, his own hearth stun invadin’, 
Thence its “nat’ral rights” ter steal ! 
Shame fer that we need no aidin’ 
Of the pen or brush to feel. 


We've reformers now so knowin’, 
Free of course from tho’ts o’ pelf, 
Thet if once well sot a-goin’ 
They’d remodel heaven itself. 
I dunno what bonds they’re under, 
But the tho’t seems gainin’ ground, 
Ef the Lord show'd make a blunder 
They’d be handy to hev ’round. 


No man livin’ orter to meddle 
With the work these folks would do. 
They’ve got nat’ral rights to peddle 
Patented an’ stamped “trew blue.” 
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Ef it wer’n’t tho’ fer infringin’ 
In a way they’d think wuz mean, 
I'd be glad to switch their injin’ 
On a track they’ve never seen. 
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Tho’ y’er fancy loves to wander 
Where idees are mainly new, 
Ther’s one tho’t I wish ye’d ponder 
When ye’ve nothin’ else to do. 
Is it privalege or duty, 
That when ‘lection day comes round 
I must harness up ‘“‘ole Beauty” 
An’ go, rain or shine, to town. 


Ef it’s privalege, no wonder 
Thet your women want a share, 
Fer to call it that means plunder, 
An’ there may be some to spare, 
May be millions fer what I know 
Waitin’ fer the next to-eall; 
An’ ef its a case o’ rhino 
I jest wish ye had it all. 


Seems to me tho’ we’ve been luggin’ 
Till it’s nigh ’bout time we’s done, 
That idee thet office huggin’ 
Ranks a man ‘eAeNo. 1.2 
Blind ez rings around a beetle 
We’ve been clingin’ to it fierce 
’Till it rather looks a leetle 
’Zif idees was gittin’ skeerce. 


Now the consequence thet follers 
Ain’t no sing’ler one at all; 

It’s ez nat’ral ez thet swallers 
Come in Summer ’n go ’n the Fall. 
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Arter all our lifetime’s totin’ * 
Sech a grand idee ez this, 

Why of course we look on votin’ 
Ez the tallest kind o’ bliss. 


Then the right 0’ payin’ taxes 
Some would feelin’ly disown, 
Who can’t grind their private axes 
On the public grindin’ stone. 
Till I sometimes wonder whether 
Folks ain’t mong us here in crowds 
Who abominate good weather 
’Cause 'tain’t them ez moves the clouds. 


I dunno but plots are hatchin’ 
To establish that idee 
But ’t’ll need some little patchin’ 
’Fore it finds a home ’ith me. 
Better things ’n that a hov’rin’ 
’Bove America’s been seen, 
Where a man’s a nat’ral sovereign 
An’ a woman’s born a queen. 


Pity ’tis that office gettin’ 
With its hankerin’ desire 
Ever come so nigh to settin’ 
Half our Yankee souls afire. 
Pity; for the comin’ maid ’ll 
Watch, an’ pray, an’ grimly wait 
For a chance to rock her cradle 
Right ‘long side the “chair o’ state.” 


Still a Senatorial nusssery 
May work charmin’ arter all; 
May perpetooate the fussery 
Now’n then seen in that ole hall. 
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For each darlin little tot 11 

Hev ‘is tastes the right way leaned, 
He'll be bro’t up on the bottle 

An’ most likely not be weaned. 


Its a shame tho’, cool reflection, 
Sech ez keeps our head-tops right, 
Never’s giv’ no safe direction 
To the fam’ly altar fight, 
It’s like keepin’ one that’s ailin’ 
Dosed ’ith quackery shops an’ swill, 
Takin’ pride the while he’s failin’ 
In the size o’ the doctor’s bill. 


But there’s sometimes consolation 
Got from blisters well ez salves, 
An’ we Yankees aint a Nation 
Ez does blisterin’ by halves 
Let a sham its curse portend us, 
We don’t fondle :t with care; 
We hug it with grip tremendous 
Till it s dead for want of air. 


Ef it's true our boasted freedom 
xceeps all with no ballot chained; 
While we voters live to bleed ’em 
Ez the one p’int to be gained; 
We've had despots "bout a billion 
Since our freedom here begun— 
We've got now hard on nine million, 
While ole China’s got but one. 


’F thats a blister, why entice it 
To do more than dror its wust? 
Ye can’t find one spot to splice it 
’Thout ye splice the patient fust. 
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Even quacks ‘ith an ambition 
That to’rd prudence fin'ly warps; 
When they can’t help one’s condition 
Strive to make a seemly corpse. 


Freedom’s grand; I won't belie it, 
But of this please make a note, 
If to git we've got to duy it 
An’ to pay fort with a vote! 
There’s one rotten plank abidin’ 
‘Neath American idees 
Meaner’n any humbug hidin’ 
Under thrones beyond the seas. 


It's a bad plank, tho’ you stand on’t, 
And I b’leev it’s like to break, 

Ef ye'd coolly lay yer hand on’t 
Ye'd be sure to feel it shake. 

But ye’ve raised yer Ebeneezer, 
An’ yer bound to go it blind; 

So we'll wait yer female Czesar 
In our meekest state o’ mind. 


By’m by, when of Nater’s writin’ 
We'll uv learned the ab c’s 
Mebbe we'll be neither fightin’ 
Nor a sprawlin’ on our knees. 
Mebbe know that each one pressin’ 
Calmly forrerd in ’is sphere 
Crown for us ’ith largest blessin’ 
The hereafter wells the here. 


Ef ther’s balm for sorrers healin’, 
Ef ther’s joy for spirits crushed, 
Taint in make-b’leev thunders pealin’ 
Nor in make-b’leev thunders hushed. 
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It’s in spite o’ them, not by em, 

Thet the good ye’ve gained was wro't; 
"Gainst yer flags ez ye now fly ’em 

Yer true battle must be fought 


Freedom’s free! It comes upon us, 
Like the coolin’ dews o’ night, 
Comes in comforts more than honors— 
Comes to bless an’ not to blight. 
An’ you women do belie it 
When you think, an’ write, an’ say, 
That to get you’ve got to buy, it 
An’ to pay fo’t ’lection day. 


Sparkin’ ez a /T\eans o’ Grace. 


It’s well enough thet, when a man don’t jump 

At the fust sight to grab a new idee, 

He’s called a-fogy. Ef it wer’n’t fer that 

Half the reformers of our stirrin’ time 

Would go fer back seats where they needn’t sweat. 
It’s well, too, folks are ’mong us yet whose brains 
Were’n’t made to blow up like a powder mill 

For every spark thet’s lit to touch ’em off. 

There's grace tn meditation. When aman 

Stops half way on the road to grief an’ thinks, 

He stops for good. The diffi’kilty lays 

In stoppin’. Once, ’ith all the world a stage, 

An’ men an’ women jest a ridin’ on’t, 

Stoppin’ wuz easy; but the times hev changed. 
Our world’s a Grand Trunk Railroad, ’th the track 
Spiked down clean thro’ the Nineteenth century 
An’ on, strait on, the Lord knows where it ends. 
One train takes everybody—whirls ’em through— 
If willin’, well an’ good, ef not, they ride. 
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But them that’s loth rides backwards, jest ez if 
They tho’t by settin’ that way they could turn 
Ole Progress—she’s the ingine—end for end. 
I’m not among ’em. I do sort 0’ crave 

A quiet minit now an’ then for tho’t; 

But ez fer makin’ swap to git the thing 
Conservatives would hitch to ’tother end, 

It's sin to think on’t. When it comes to pass 
That clocks run backwards ez we wind ’em up, 
Ther’ll then be time enough to make the change. 
My seat looks forrerd; an’ I mostly ride 

Right well contented ‘ith the management. 

Ef I do tremble it’s but when I dream 

They'll hitch up litenin’ in the place o’ steam. 
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Then there’s a time when all of us 
May get so much o’ thinkin’ 
Ez makes our idees shine agin 
An’ keep our heart from sinkin’. 
‘Tis when we've whistled down the brake, 
Ez once a week we'd orter, 
An’ let the ingine stop to take 
It’s moral wood an’ water. 


Time an’ agin I’ve thanked the Lord 
Fer that one day in seven, 

When young folks think on wedded life 
An‘ married folks o’ heaven. 

One day when men may shut up shop 
An’ varmints do their sunnin’; 

One day, when the expenses stop, 
But int’rest keeps a runnin’. 


*Tis then we crave a quiet seat, 
To set an’ think, an’ wish on. 
No matter tho’ it’s softly stuffed 

An’ hez a velvet quishon. 
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’*Tis then we like to hear from song 
The sweetest she can tell us— 
No matter tho’ she’s helped along 
, By two hands on the bellus. 


No matter, so the food we git 
Supplies a healthy cravin’; 

For then it’s sure to hit the spot 
An’ do the work o’ savin’. 

But when the table sets a// day 
With Scripter meat an’ drink on, 

It fords a subject, I should say, 
Fer temp’rance folks to think on. 


Ef I could fix things, all might hear 
One sermon every Sunday; 

An’ that’s all I’d ask any man 
To hear or preach in one day. 

An’ when to that we’re fairly bro’t 
It won't be ’tall surprisin’ 

To find ez much agin o’ tho’t 
In-half the sermonizin . 


Now sermons about love an’ trust, 
We need ’em, but the fact is, 

We don’t pay ‘tention ’nuf at home 
To puttin’ ’em in practice. 

Tho’ preachin’s all they claim, o’ late 
Who light our pathway by it, 

’Tain t quite enuf to ans’er, stru/t, 
For even Sunday diet. 


Our souls, like dainty stomachs seem 
To want their food by littles, 

Still they’ve a healthy hankerin’ 
For more’n one kind o’ vittles. 

An’ many a soul meets grief at last, 
When joy as well might blessed it, 


93 


a 
From crammin’ Scripter in so fast 
There's no time to digest it. 


Then there are souls with appetites 
More rav’nous than discernin’; 
They'll swaller all that comes along 

Be it stone cold or burnin’. 
Whether they hear the word or not 
A vig'rous cravin’ leads 'em; 
If healthy food should be their lot 
They ll bless the hands that feeds ’em. 


I sometimes think with all our knack 
At artificial crammin’, 

Our brightest youthful intellects 
Too of’n die o’ famine. 

Most boys an’ gals whose appetites 
Hev led ’em to perdition 

Wuz jest cut out for shinin’ lights 
Aw’ for a glorious mission. 


But where restraint wuz needed least 
They've felt its cordsa tight’nin’; 
They've heard society’s thunder sound > 
An’ then they've dared its light’nin’ 
They've wanted elbow room an’ air, 
We've gin em closer quarters; 
An’ so we've mixed the cup dispair 
For shipwrecked sons and daugters. 


“Don’t venter near the water ponds 
Until ye'r used to swimmin’.” 

“Don't ever dare to fall in love 
Until ye’r men an’ women.” 

Two guides to helplessness an’ sin! 
When so Dame Nater teaches, 

Trees won't fool time a-blossomin’ 


*Till fust they ve bore us peaches. 


OF 


Now why not say to lad or lass, 

“Go! find yer pond to sport in”; 
Go! taste the bliss, soon ez ye please, 
That comes of honest courtin’.” 

Don’t linger, loafin’ on the fence 
To fool, an’ flirt, an’ play there 
But hev the pluck, an’ hey the sense 
To git in love, an’ stay there. 


For when a thing grows best ou’ doors 
With only nater’s nussin’, 
’*Tain't right to put it under glass 
An’ smother it with fussin’. 
Development that’s wuth the name 
Is bound to raise some racket, 
An’ makin’ love ain’t jest the game 
Ez thrives in a strait jacket. 


*Tain’t ez if, by the Maker’s plan 
We’s give to so much feelin’ 

It only could be satisfied 
By systematic stealin’. 

’Tain't ’zif the Lord had simply done 
The devil's work divinely— 

Marched us in paths we couldn't shun 
To damn us for it fin’ly. 


God's plan is broad. No human joy 
Lies outside or above it. 

We hold for all that’s lovable 
The right divine to love it. 

An’ when a youth hez found the maid 
To set his heart a beatin’, 

He needn't feel one mite afraid 
To love ’er right in meetin’. 


The fact is, Sunday s never meant 
For makin’ souls dyspeptic. 
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Heaven ain't no nigher sickly saint 
Than ‘tis to healthy skeptic. 

Done right, an’ in the proper place, 
I guess there's truth in sayin’, 

Souls need ez well the savin’ grace 
O* kissin’as 0° prayin’. 


Mebbe we have progressed to where 
Some ole things make an’ endin’? 

But that don't prove we've got so fur 
That God's laws need amendin’. 

Hev hights been reached by human ken 
Where light is found revealin’, 

That souls expand the broadest when 
Hearts are ashamed o' feelin’. 


If ever two souls can come near 
Their Maker's love divinin’, 

*Tis when each reads the human love 
In ’tother’s eyes a shinin’, 

An’ thats why no maid needs to cower 
Lest too near wrong she hover, 

Who spends a Sabbath evenin’ hour 
‘Long side a virtuous lover, 


If ever mortals ketch one thrill 
O’ downright inspiration, 
‘Tis when by twos they're closely wrapped 
In lover's meditation. 
When first they feel, ez feel they must, 
Who've ever more than lusted, . 
That where they fondly love and trust 
They're fondly loved and trusted. 
To love: to drain that blissful cup 
Ne’er drained but overflowin’, 
To trust: to find that soulful rest 
Of only God’s bestowin’, 
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To kiss: warm, throbbin’ lips to press, 
An’ while they throb and quiver, 

To feel ’em say in that caress 
“Forever, an’ forever!” 


That’s sparkin’; but ye’ll never find 
The savin’ grace that’s in it, 

Till in the good ole fashioned way 
Ye’re willin’ to begin it. 

D’ye look for't, figgerin’ to conclude 
A partnership in business 

In which your right to sue ’n be sued 
Is jest ez good ez his’n is? 


Such dickerin’ might do for some 
Arter a week-day greetin’, 

But ’twouldn’t hardly be the thing 

~ On comin’ home from meetin’. 

Instead o° sweetnin’ Sunday’s cup 
An’ helpin’ bear our crosses, 

’'T would go best ‘long o’ seven-up, 
Same day with swappin’ hosses. 


When chunks of ice laid at the roots 
Make gardin’ posies grow rank, 
An’ leetle blue forgit-me-nots 
Thrive on a Winter snow-bank, 
We'll welcome then the gal an’ boy 
To whom sech things are pleasin’; 
Whose bein’s thrill with holier joy 
The more their blood’s a freezin’. 


But Hetty, you’ve a warm young heart 
‘With a brave soul behind it. 

I hope ‘twill keep warm till at last 
Your busy head may find it. 
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I hope then heart an’ head may come 
To see 'twixt one another 

That what’s the crushin’ out 0’ one 
Can bring no joy to 'tother. 


You'll feel then, should a true man’s love 
Come fondly ‘round you reachin’, 

How sparkin’ ez a means 0’ grace 
Comes nigh "bout up to preachin’. 

You'll help bring back then, you an’ he, 
That good ole style 0’ b’leevin’ 

That nice young Christians need’nt be 
Ashamed o’n’'t Sunday evenin’. 


Sho'ts for Sister Hetty. 
HOME JOYS 0’ POLITICS. 


I’m puzzled to tell which it’s hardest to stan’, 

A masculine woman or a womanish man. 

Both may hev their beauties an’ I never know ’em, 
On ’count o’ the odd ways they’ve takin to show ’em. 
But the picter is sweet an’ all carpin’ disarms, 

When she with ’er brav’ry an’ he with ‘is charms, 
Go where we've all been in our happiest dreams, 
An’ pay a kind parson for j’inin’ their teams. 

He offers ‘is heart; he’s took by the ears; 

She mounts a peg higher, an’ he disappears, 

Néw mebbe the rev’rence 0’ civilized man 

Wuz capter’d by woman on that very plan, 

Wer’n’t gained by her winsomeness, virtues, nor grace, 
But simply by shakin’ her fist in his face. 

Ef so, an’ ye’d hev ‘im keep grindin’ yer grist, 

Of course ye’ll keep shaking a similar fist. 

It’s well yer so willin’ the crusade to push, 

Ez “A bird in the hand is wuth two in the bush. 
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I say all this may be so, an’ it may not, 

Some boyhood remembrances can’t be forgot. 

Ye may sneer at ’em, scoff at ’em, put ’em to rack, 
But jest take a breathin’ spell an’ they’re all back. 
Ye’ve dealt ’em sad blows, but they linger about, 
An’ yer bran’ new filosofy can’t wipe ’em out. 


I’ve been in the cradle, I’ve stood by its side, 

It hez pillered my head, it hez fondled my pride; 
I’ve rocked it ez brother, I’ve rocked it ez “pa,” 
But I ne’er got the look from it give to “mama.” 
That look is her benison. God, who is just, 
Sends it to cheer mothers, an’ cheer them it must, 
Or the little eyes full of it, lookin’ in vain, 

Will turn at last self-ward an’ look not again. 


Soft spot in my heart,eh? Well, Hetty, that’s so, 

Av’ the older I git the more soft may it grow. 

It’s a weakness I’d ruther, I’m free to declare, 

Hev under my wescut than under my hair. 

Soft spot in man’s heart never bro’t woman wrongs, 

It’s bad to lay censure where credit belongs. 

Woman once toiled a slave where she now reigns a 
queen, 

Thet little soft spot bridged the chasm between. 

My ’dvice to you is, let thet soft spot alone, 

Ye’ll do a bad job when ye turn it to stone. 

Tho’ ye pine for a fight, needn’t be too free-hearted, 

An’ break yer own nose jest to git the thing started. 


Love born at the cradle lives furder’n the grave, 

It’s docile, an’ patient, an’ mighty to save. 

Time enuf ter put that ’mong dispisable things 

When an eagle soars higher by leavin’ ’is wings, 

Ef yer bound to fly wingless y’er on the right track. 
"Bout five generations ’1l see ye safe back 

Where the knights of old found ye. It’s mighty slow work 
Clim’in’ up hill, but down we kin go with a jerk. 


NS, 


Now y’er not suicidal. Y’er free from all thet 

Ez the city bred farmer who climbed up and set 

On a limb of ’is pear tree, an sawed off the same 

’Twixt ‘imself an’ thetree. (He wuz arterwards lame). 

Seems ter me hunan nater’s got laws jest ez sound 

Ez the law that sprawled thet good man out on the 
ground; 3 

Laws which, while we mind ’em will help us along, 

But trip us up sure every time we go wrong. 

There are traits which if woman’s raise her to the skies, 

While if man’s he’s a’most too no ’count to dispise. 

There are traits which if man’s fill the world with ’is 
bust, 

While the same bein’ woman’s bring only disgust. 

Be’t good sense or humbug it’s all the same true, 

We can’t look at both from the same pint o’ view. 

"Bout ez well say all virtue is laid on the shelf 

When the evridg’ man sees woman same ez himself. 


Well, well; I beg pardon; I’d e’en most forgot, 

You allus do squirm when I tech on ¢hat spot. 

Yes, a maid may be modest yit fight in life’s van 

Ef she feels thet she wants to an’ finds thet she can. 
’Tain’t the maiden ’erself thet I’m takin’ to task, 

But the feelin’ that moves ’er, an’ Id like to ask, 

Ef it’s nater’s behest why so few on ’em know it ? 

An why is ’t a Godsend to hev ’em outgrow it. 

For outgrow it they do, ez you’ve reason to know. 
There’s yer own fav’rit pupil o’ three years ago 

Got ’er wings plumed an’ quiv’rin’ to soar in your sphere, 
An’ then fell dead in love with a young engineer! 

An’ how she cou/d soar when she took ’er full swing ! 
Jest ez smart ez a steel trap an’ proud ez a king. 

It a’most broke yer heart an it ruther stirred mine 
When she giv’ it all up fer that wild Rob. Devine. 
An’-she married ’im; not with ’er fist to ’is face, 

But with hand, heart, an’ soul, too, in jest the right place. 


Ioo 


An’ they’ve master’d the secret—a feat gittin’ rare— 
How to make home magnetic. I love to go there 
When I’m down to the city. It makes me take heart 
In the hope that home comfort ain’t yit a lost art. 
Now, did Huldy go wrong when she craved a home nest 
An’ quietly folded ’er sky-wings to rest ? 

Is the problem o’ life jest the one thing alone, 

How to chisel an epitaf onto a stone? 

Don’t pity her intellect. She hain’t forgot 

All the wisdom she learned in the lessons you sot. 
She’s simply digested it, little ’t a time, 

Till I can’t bepraise’er in prose nor in rhym. 

Mrs. Robert Devine with a husband an’ son, 

Lookin’ back on all you know with life just begun, 
Hez a neat little cradle song wherein she sings 

How the worm told the butterfly all about wings. 


b) 


But twittin’ on facts is a mean thing to dew, 

It’s all the more mean ez the facts are more true. 

I'll stop it; an Hetty, ’f you’ll smooth out yer face, 
We'll spend ’bout three minits in sposin’ a case. 

Say the thing hez turned out ez you've hoped an expected, 
An’ women ken not only ’lect but be ’lected. 

The wheels are all movin’ ez you'd hev ’em fixed, 
With home-life an’ politics cheerfully mixed. 

’Tis a cold, drizzly evenin’; Rob.’s train is in late; 
Jest the thing to make single men say whisky strait. 
But Rob. steers for home with no scowl on ’is face, 
Ez rain comes the faster he quickens ’is pace. 

It’s soon he’ll find comfort; but who does he meet! 
His wife, alone, this time o’ night, on the street! 


The “nusiance committee ”— 
I’ve got to be there— 

O the filth o’ the city, 
An’ ]’m in the chair. 
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Little Robbie’s asleep— 
Soothin’ syrup you know— 
An’ my tea you may keep 
On the warm hearth below.” 


Thus much in three seconds; it's barely she stops 

Ez the rain from her head-gear an’ waterproof drops, 
But the look that she gives ’im, Rob. thinks o’ that most, 
It’s the same in expression she’d give to a post. 

Right to ‘is tongue’s end comes a word he’d ov said, 
But he chokes it back; gives ’is umbrella instead, 

Then turns slowly homeward, but not till he’s seen 

A burly man’s pants an’ ’er black bombazine 

Meet at the next corner. Its Barney McVeigh, 

He’s on her committee, he’s “g@wine her way.” 


Barney shares her umbrella, 
She capters his arm, 

An who, pray, will tell ’er 
In that there is harm. 


Now Barney’s a man of a large deal 0’ note, 

He pays for three licenses, wields a big vote. 

He runs the fifth ward, knows the needs o’ the hour, 
And when things are mixed holds the balance o’ power. 
They call him the “war horse,” he’s fond o’ the fair, 
*Twas his vote that settled Rob.’s wife in “the chair.” 
Well, Rob. is no chicken to pine or complain, 

So he rounds up his broad shoulders under the rain, 
An’ just ez a jealous tho’t tries to begin, 

His night key is clickin’ to welcome ‘im in. 

He steps to the cradle scarce making a sound, 

Six chairs tied together are fencing it round. 

Wet hat an’ coat fall, strings snap that are weak 

An’ the cradle’s warm piller is close to his. cheek. 

He well nigh is hoping, an’ well nigh he fears, 

That kiss will reward him with smiles or with tears. 
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No danger of either; it’s plain in a trice 

Little Rob.’s eyes are sealed by a patent device. 
Tho’ kisses fall on his fat cheeks like the rain, 
They’re sendin’ no thrill to his stupefied brain. 


Why does the man kneel 
With a pityin’ stare; 
An’ sympathy feel 
For the little one there? 
He's tryin to test 
Ez sure ez he lives 
How much healthy rest 
Thet sort o’ sleep gives. 


His mind is made up an’ his eye fairly snaps 

Ez he goes fer that vial o’ bottled up naps. 

One half minit later he’s bid it go hence 

An’ its contents are “soothin’” the back gardin fence 


With that matter settled, Rob. saunters below, 

He’s thinkin’ on supper, but dont seem to know 

Ef it’s wuth going arter. This eatin alone 

Somehow makes him feel like a dog with a bone. 

He soon turns away from ’is half emptied plate, 
Minds the tea, an’ goes up stairs to muse an’ to wait. 
To muse! aye, there’s the rub. Mebbe he’ll dream 
O’ the roses an’ things on the bank o’ life’s stream. 
O’ the ripe, rosy lips an’ the two winsome eyes 
Down ’t the city hall. Who wouldn’t think ’em a prize? 
Soft spot in is heart, ye know, same ez in mine, 
There’s something ‘bout women he’s reckoned divine, 
But the idee is sech with ’im, more is the pity, 

He can’t make it jibe with that nuisance committee. 
What a fool Rob. Devine is, ez well ez he’ used, 

To set by that cradle an feel he’s abused! 

Ain’t he paid for his work? can’t he git on in life? 
Don’t all the town know, too, he’s got a smart wife ? 
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Ez for Barney McVeigh, ’is heart’s pure ez ’is wine is, 
He’s wond’rin right now perhaps where Rob. Devine is. 
So where is the use to go on in this way, 

Mixin’ fears for the futer with thot’s ’0 McVeigh? 

Rob's breast might be calm-ez the pool ’o Siloam 

With the boss ’o three gin mills to see ‘is wife home. 


* * * * * * 


Now, Hetty, dont think me aspirin’ so fast 

Ez to try my rough hand at the work o’ Tom Nast. 
The picter I’ve showed ain’t a burlesk at all, 

But a plain, simple fotygraf, wrinkles an all. 

That’s a most resky round in the ladder o’ life 
Where aman must lean off and give place to ‘is wife. 
It’s resky for both, for tho’ well she may climb, 
*Tain’t in her more’n in him to do a// things ’t a time. 
Tho’ up from thet round she may rise to the top, 

Of all life’s endearments, ne’er lettin one drop, 

Her prayer for the future, most likely will be, 
“Suffer (not) little children to come unto me.” 
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O broker’s gold, you’re the devil’s gold ! 
Made with the fingers to sell and be sold. 
Made with a quill 
Or made with a tool— 
Made as they will, 
You’re made for a fool! 
Made but to teach him, when ’t comes his turn, 
That lesson he’s always impatient to learn, — 
How hopes that are pinned to the tail of a kite 
Have aneat way of hovering jus? out of sight. 


Per Contra. 


And when our parson, laying by 

. His guns of longest range, 

To shoot home follies as they fly 
And work in us a change, 

Goes scanning our glass houses o’er 
To find their weakest spot, 

I'd like to write above my door, 
“Tis sweet to be forgot.” 


Anything, Sutler, it’s no matter what,— 
Chuck us the handiest pie you’ve got,— 

Old style or new style, round or square toed, 
Oak-tanned or vulcanized, pegged or sewed; 
Suthin’ thet’s chinable, moist or dry, 
Anything, anything, so it’s a pie. 


* * * * * 


Wise men hev fashioned coats o’ faith, 
An’ ’round the world displayed ’em; 
An’ then they felt the pride which saith, 

“ Behold! ’twas I who made ’em.” 
But only fools will try to make 
Men wear ’em, fit or no fit; 
Ez well send fust loves to Salt Lake 
Or Testaments to Tophet. 


* * * * * 


O maidenly modesty! think of the dance 
You are leading the lads of the nation. 
They’ve no other chance 
But to caper and prance 
To the tune of a meek adoration. 
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No matter how eager one may be to please, 
With love in his countenance written, 
You’re as cool as a breeze, 
Till he’s down on his knees; 
Then you've only to smile and he’s smitten. 


Not the culture that comes with the burning of oil, 
In the midnight of weariness, wasting, and toil, 

Till it marshals us under one mystic control— 

The eye and the brain and the heart and the soul; 
But the kind that’s too easy to e’en be a sham, 

As serene in a man as it is in a clam, 

The real Bourbon culture that comes from the prayer, 
“We thank thee that we are not as other folks are.” 


* * * * * 


It is sad, yet how sweetly sad, 
To/passth our stroll 

By the grave-yard of memory, 
The shrine of the soul; 

For ’tis there, thronging back again, 
Come tears long since shed, 

While the heart sighs her requiem 
For hopes that are dead. 


You greeted a friend with a kiss just now, 
« 4 With tears said adieu to another; 

But [ll not repine nor “kick up a row,’— 
I’m neither your cousin nor brother. 

['ll take what you give and be thankful as they, 
Nor promptings of jealousy borrow, 

For though it be naught but the hand to-day, 
It may have a heart in it to-morrow. 


Inever dream. If flitting wierdly through 
The portals of a misty memory 

Some distraught visions of the past may come, 
’Tis only as a bird might chance, when old, 

To fan unwittingly with passing wing 

The storm-worn relic of what erst had been 
The home of birdling days. J never dream. 


* * % * * 


I envy the wight 
Whatever his lot, if 
I covet his measure of bliss, 
Who knows every night, 
As many do not, 
Right where he may go for a kiss. 


It’s a comb and a cap and a crown 

That'll keep his hair soberly dowu. 
He may smile, he may whine, 
Yet in visions of mine 

He’s the blessedest man in the town. 
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